y 


--^V^^fc' 


.y-z^ti-  To-^d^  fp-y^  9(5 , 


■^V^^ 


a--jC'    *:^«- 


^A    y    Y/       o^  y       /Iy     y 

7  / 


cyft.gti-M  ^^e^j-t.e, Y&^tZ'f^Y^^ ,   (^i-^^^-Y^^s.-9-t>  /^t^-3^€iY'tK^f-Y  €X-^-t-cY  *-*^-?-*(5^^^ 


Yy^  o-'w  o-     &^^W^    Cc-^t^-^. 


7  f^eYc 


J-7  ^-e^O  C-G::t:^C-U'€' 


:^- 


■e^»*rf.«2-»*. 


-,-^«»  **!!■&•&      ^_--^^<« 


rf-Sf^^'^^tf-J  1^  *-a. 


(O  J^-7'e-  ^  (.-'■#^6^/-rf«*- 


^^■f^^- 


-*-3  J.«Z.a-* 


t-^€3^tC-^<3-*-*^^        cS'i.eSs.t^e?      c--^i 


^t^'M^^'^et- 


r.«c?^ei^<^i 


'.»-e-a^ . 


t.  *^^  **  if  -  d- ^  >» . 


t,^       ^.      c.-^»«^,  --J«^     cJ^    ^^tt-i.i(t 


«.*-7^ei** 


^7-*ft  V,^  Jf^H^mif^VJ^  s'H^.K^  s^s-^   ^-»ft«  "tOr^^    rft' 


i^''^;''''  tji  ^  *^  ^V*  /■J-."^-5  fcj-  *^   -,V   «,V  AV  AV    i,' 


^-^^^<. 


I  ■♦»  r*»  "^  v4^  '^  »'.'-'  '^  rC-r  *i^ 


t,Vi       i^       <^        i^rt       t^t       .y 


<^  *,>»  «,Vv  /-j^  A'A'j;^  <;ji  Av 


-vijvr 


Ji 


,*^* 


GOPENCEMBNTI 


'/ 


"U 


^ 


ANNUAL. 


•*a4asw**"""^OP*Txa:^^  -au^las^ 


9^ 


> 


•j^ 


iV 


3- 


i^ 


1 1 1 


VI. 


PROVO,  UTAH,  MAY  22,-1896. 
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COnSTTEISrTS  , 


i> 


i.l 


^: 


President''*  AdilresK. 
Omtinii. 

Class  Histor.v. 
Class  Humor. 
Class  Poem,  (Life) 
Class  Prophecy 
Presentation  Speecli. 
Valedictory. 
Farewell  Song. 
Sonnet, 


Irena  1>.  Menclenliall 

.T.  \V.  Booth. 

Jiouise  Hedquist. 

Daniel  Kasmussen. 

]Murray  King. 

.lenettt!  Findlay. 

Klsie  Christensen. 

Grace  Brimhall. 

Grace  Brimhall 

J,  W.  Booth. 


Commercial. 

Class  Presid  ent's'  Ad  d  ress. 

Class  History. 

Class  Speaker's  Address. 

The  Dreamer. 

Bhymer. 

Valedictory. 

Kindergarten  Trainin^f. 


J.  VV .  Lesueur 

L.  E.  Jordan. 

D.  H  Kleinman. 

William  W.  Bay. 

JennetUi  Bichards. 

( ".  R.  Hakes,  Jr. 

Alice  Clark. 


HOBEHT  SKEI'TON  &   CfO., 
Publishers — Stationers,  Pfovo,  Utah. 


i^s^.  sr.-r  v.'^_r'.>«_s^  i^ij^  s^s^  A"z_TVr-svz.  sV?  s^i^_s^z_s^  sir  \:Cr_sC^  jrfr  j^«-s^z_s^r_s^  jrtr_s^Z-S^z_s^  i^z_s^iurf7_rJii         s^  .^ 


PRY  GOOPS  fCoUsE 


SouthGrn 


JXTATL  ORDERS  SOLICITED. 

LINERY  AlSfp  PRESS 


GOOpS 


.«  4 


GGERTSEN 


Carries  a   Coiftpleie  L.ii|e  of 

DRY  GOODS,  SHOES.  LUDIES  and  GENTS  FUR- 
NISHINGS, GROCERIES.  HllRDWflRE. 

School  I^ooks  EinA 

Stationary. 
Your  trade  is  Solicited. 
ANDREW  EGGERTSEN,  RBgF. 


=fI0?0&I5 


HU_  HDDSRSOn. 


j    Photographic  art  gallery  is  the   placej 

jfor  high  class  work.     Large^  groups  a 

jspecialty.    Latest  popujar  styles  in  finish 

■Special  prices  to  B.  Y.  A.  Groups.      Portable 
field  Camera.     Pictures  takeu  \vi)ere  you  desire. 

JID.  ANDERSON. 


PROVO  HARDWARE  &  IRON  CO., 

Carry  tlie  be.staiul  most  complete  line  of 


Otjsz  S^ecijlijTies: 


TEi.EPHOKE  A'O.  40. 


Bicycles.  Fishing  Tackle,  Amiinition, 

Screen  Wire,  Poultry  Fence,  and  Rubber 

Hose. 

^Z:^':::z  Hardware  Line. 

«oadr,,uart^e.s  SM ALLEY,  EAGLE  and  CRAWFORD  BI- 
CYCLES,   Also  Bicycles  for  rent 

Provo  HardAvare  &  Iron.  Co. 


^ 


DEHSTTIST. 


e, 


E.  BOTTOMLEY, 


Opposite  Post  Office,  Provo,  Utah . 


s. 


H.  ALLEN,  M.  D. 


County  Physitjianf    Siir-^eoJi   JR.   G, 
W.     Hail  way . 

Office  and  Residence  at  Snioot  Brick  house,  one  block  east 
of  Tabernacle.    Telephone  No.  50.    Provo.  Utah. 

JULIUS  HANNBERG,  M.  T> 

Office  Rooms  11  and  1~'  Union  Block,  Provo,  Utah. 
Will  give  special  attention  to  Diseases  of  Women  and  Di- 
seases peculiar  to  the  Urinary  Organs. 

U.  K.  KNOWl-DEN,  E.  L.  JONES. 

T/NOWLDEN  &  JONES. 

GENERAL  FIRE  and  LIFE  INSURANCE  A&ENTS. 

Represent  only  the  Leading  Companies,  at  the  LOWEST 

TERMS.    Houses  to  rent.     P.O.  Box  11.    Telephone 

10.    Provo,  Utah. 


H 


AVEROAMP&CO  . 

Licenseil  Abstracters  of  Titles  in  Utah  Connty. 


Abstracts  made  to  any   piece  or  tract  of  land  in  Utah 

County,  showing  just  what  kind  a  title  you  have. 
Write  for  pri  ces.  Provo,  Utah . 


G.  A.  CfiUFP.  T-  F.  COCHRAN, 

IHE  UP-TO-DATE  BARBERSHOP. 


L.  C.  COCHRAN. 


rpi 


Under  Commercial  and  Saving  Bank  Building. 
FROVO'S  LB  A.  DING   BARBBUS. 

students,  Visit  Us  —Hot  and  Cold  Baths. 

What!     Doyoutliink 

I'd  shave  you  for  nothing  and  give  you  a  drink? 

T  W.  SCOTT, 

BARBER 

students  and  others  who  want  a  Clean   Easy  and  quick 

Shave  or  stylisli  liair.cut  should  not  fail  to  call  at 

my  shop.  Centre  Street,   Provo.    2  doors  east  of 

Cosmopolitan  corner. 


I.  B.  DAKTON, 

\ARTON  &  BENNETT, 


AUSTTN  BENNETT. 


D^ 


Shop  in  basement  under  store  of  R.  R.  Ivine  &  Sons. 

Hair-cutting    and    Sliaving— Each    and  every    customer 

satisfied— We  solicit  your  patronage. 


J 


E.  EARLE, 

r 

Corner  F  and  Centre  Streets.  Provo,  Utah. 

Prop.  PROVO  nYB  HOUSB. 


Clothing  Dyed.  Cleaned  and  Repaired.    Terms  Reasonable 
Work  Guaranteed.    Your  patronage  solicited . 

J  LEX.  HEDQUIST, 

Manufacturer  of 
BOOTS  ^S^InTID  shoes. 

Cnstom  Worlj  and  Repairing.  34  Centre  Street,  ProYO,  Utai, 


IB.  MILNER. 

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW. 


Room  8  First  National  Bank  Building, 


Provo.  (Itab. 


qAMUEL  A.  KING, 

ATTORNEY- AT-  LAW. 


First  National  Bank  Building. 


Provo.  Utah. 


rpHURMAN  &  WEDGWOOD, 

ATTORNEYS- AT-LAW. 

Rooms  3  and  7  First  National  Banlc  Building,  Provo,  Utah. 
HHARLES  DeMOISEY, 

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW. 


Room  15,  Bank  Building. 


Provo,  Utah. 


J      D.  GASH, 

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW. 

Rooms  8  &  9  First  National  Bank  Building,     Provo,  Utah. 


TWr     M.  WARNER, 

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW. 


Rooms  13. 14  and  15  Union  Block, 


Provo.  Utah. 


■Pj    D.  HOUTZ, 

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW. 


Rooms  5  and  6  Eldredge  Block. 


Provo,  Utah . 


J 


OHN  E.  booth, 

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW. 

No  23  North,  J  Street,  Provo,  Utah, 

q    K.  KING, 

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW. 


Rooms  1,  2, 3  &  4  S  wazey  Block. 


Provo,  Utah. 


TRA  W.  KENWARD. 

A  TTORNE  Y-AT-L  AW. 

Room  2  over  Hines'  Drugstore.    Provo,  Utah. 
I     All  legal  business  promptly  attended  to.    Correspondence 
concerning  legal  matters  answered  with  pleasure. 


Students  Attention. 


I  wish  to  infoi-ni  you  that  I  am  selling GEEEN  and  FANCY  GROCERIES  Cheap  that  it  will   pay   you 
to  give  me  a  call.     Free  delivery  to  any  part  of  the  city. 

CA..  PBDBRSON,  Provo,  Utah, 

Center  Street  Provo,.  Lst.  door  east  of  Barneys. 


\ 


B.  Y.  A.  GROCERY  GO. 


V 


\ 


tlSQlMaO^  ©m®©l@i! 


m 


\* 


Fruits  of  all  Kinds  id  Seasod, 


We  always  look  after  the  wants  of  the 


TEXjEraoiTE  I^To.  'i. 


J.  R.  Boshard,  JMrg. 


Singleton  Glotliing  Gonipani[, 

Centre  Street,  Ppovo. 

Mapuf^QGburePs  of  Globhiing 


FOR 


Teagkei^s,  Students  aed  Othei^s- 

Up  to  Date  in 

GECTS'  FUI\NISHINGS, 

Mail  Orders  Promptly  Attended  to, 


In  Southworth  Block,  Centre  Street,  Provo 

KE  A 

Specialty  o 


^"^^  "^     r  Scliool  Booh  and  School  Supplies- 


Full  line  of  GENERAL  GROCERIES,  Crockery 

and  Glassware,  Paints  and    Painter'^s  Sui> 

plies,  Optical  Goods,  Jeweliy  and 

Novelties. 

Sewing  Machines,   Farm  Implements 
and  Wasons. 


OF  JILL  j^USlCUL  STRING   INSTRUMENTS. 

Rpnnininn    0^  6^^^g  Description. 


Correspondence  and  patronage  of  Students  Solicited 

PROVO,  UTAH. 

Terms  on  Bpplication. 
^STARTUP  CKNDY  KITCHEN.^ 

^    HO/AE  MADE  eONFEGTIOnS. 

PuFe  Ige  Gpean^and  flptiG 
Soda  WatsF. 

We  Cater  to  Students  trade  especially. 
|Our  Motto: — "Purity  and  Cleanliness." 
•S  df>ors  east  of  Millrace,  Centre  Street,        Provo. 


M'\  v^-.^yi 


*:6-t'!^    '"^-M 


vi^  ■>-.X«i-''.-i'  -•■'_     -  ---.-^    -ii.     ^:i.y    : 


,%•      "'•■ . 


Principal  B.  Y.  Academy  1876  to  1892. 
(Author  of  "SOHOOii  AND  Fjreside.'') 


Grace  Brimhall. 

Spauislv^ork,  Utah. 
J.  W.  Booth, 

Alpine,  Utah. 


^ 


a4 


iliLSlE  ChRISTENSEN. 

Guuuison,  Utali. 
Irene  B.  Mendenhai^l. 

iSpringville,  Utah. 


.Jenette  Findlay. 

Panaca,  Nevada, 
Daniel,  Basimussen. 

Mt.  Pleasant,  Utah. 
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PRESIDENT'S  ADDRESS. 


IRENA  B.    MENDENHALL. 

Fellow  Classmates  : 

When  in  the  course  of  our  school  days 
this  supreme  moment  is  reached  and  we  stand 
at  the  portal  of  life,  it  is,  assuredly,  with 
mingled  feelings  of  joy,  sadness,   and  hope. 

Joy  for  the  degree  of  success  to  which  we 
have  attained,  sadness  that  the  hour  of  part- 
ing draws  near,  and  hope  in  the  future. 

For  four  years  we  have  labored  and  strug- 
gled, we  have  shared  each  other's  joys,  and 
endeavored  to  dispell  the  passing  clouds  that 
cross  the  path  of  each. 

The  study  of  the  lives  of  great  men,  such 
as  Franklin,  Lincoln,  and  Garfield,  who  have 
commenced  life  poor,  who  have  contended 
with  adversities,  who  have  endured  much  and 
at  last  come  off  victorious;  teaches  us  that  it 
is  noble  to  struggle  and  that  it  was  that 
a^o-ressive  spirit  of  emulation  within  them 
that  led  them  to  success. 

Modesty  keeps  me  from  saying  what  we 
skall  be  able  to  do  if  we  persever,  but  we  know 
that  it  has  been  by  hard  work  that  we  occupy 
this  place  today.  We  have  struggled  and  in 
the  face  of  the  obstacles  that  we  have  over- 
come we  feel  strength  and  safety  in  entering 
upon  the  labors  of  life. 

Our  work  as  a  class  has  been  such  that 
we  are  proud  of  it  and  to  us  must  be  given 
the  honor  of  being  the  first  to  leave  a  class 
memorial  as  a  testimony  of  our  appreciation 
for  what  the  Academy  has  done  for  us. 

Today  is  probably  the  last  time  we  shall 
meet  as  a  class,  but  that  will  not  cause  forget- 
fulness  for  not  even  separation  can  take  from 
us  the  sweet  memories  of  the  friendships  we 
have  formed  among  our  dear  companions. 
And   in  after  years,  as   now,  enshrined  within 


our  hearts,  and  holding  out  against  all  attacks, 
eternal  as  the  hills  that  surround  us,  will  be 
the  remembrance  of  this  our  beloved  institu- 
tion and  the  respect  we  have  for  our  teachers. 

We  are  grateful  to  them  for  their  able  in- 
structions and  sacred  to  us  will  be  the  precepts 
they  have  taught,  and  the  reputation  of  this 
Academy.  May  our  lives  be  so  conducted 
that  our  names  shall  forever  remain  as  bright 
lights  within  its  hallowed  walls. 

As  we  now  stand  at  the  portal  of  life  and 
the  first  rays  of  light  are  dispelling  the  darkness, 
the  question  arises  for  each.  What  shall  I  do.-' 
The  spirit  that  actuated  our  fathers  to  cross 
the  trackless  plain,  to  settle  upon  an  arid 
waste  with  no  neighbor  except  the  savage, 
has  been  transmitted  to  us  as  a  precious  in- 
heritance. Though  we  have  been  cradled  in 
these  fertile  valleys  and  reared  in  the  thrilling 
presence  of  these  lofty  peaks,  that  spirit  is 
ours  no  less  than  theirs.  Prompted  by  its 
influences  I  answer.  Choose  the  right  then  go 
forward. 

No  work  is  greater  than  ours  for  to  no 
other  occupation  is  there  attached  such  re- 
sponsibility, in  none  is  there  such  glorious 
prospects    of   reward    as   in  that  of  a  teacher. 

The  teacher  has  placed  in  his  keeping 
the  being  endowtd  by  his  Heavenly  Father, 
with  the  germs  of  intelligence  and  the  future 
welfare  of  the  race  depends  upon  the  proper 
development  of  them. 

The  influence  of  the  teacher  extends  be- 
yond the  bounds  of  time  into  the  measureless 
years  of  eternity. 

Then  let  us  work  conscientiously  and  con- 
tinuously ever  keeping  in  mind  that, 

"Not  enjoyment,  and  not  sorrow 

Is  our  destined  lot  and  way 
But  to  act,  that  each  tomorrow 

Find  u.s  fartlier  than  today." 


COMMKNCKMENT  ANNUAL. 


MAHUflli  AND  iNTEliLiECTUAli 
liABOR. 


CLASS  ORATION. 

J.   \V.   HOOTH. 

Miss  President,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen : 

For  this  distinguished  honor  I  am  not  un- 
grateful. To  stand  in  the  midst  of  such  a 
splendid  multitude  who  have  come  to  witness 
the  Commencement  Day  of  one  more  gradu- 
ating class  is  a  pleasure  for  which  I  thank  you 
one  and  all. 

Before  me  I  behold  a  varied  host,  assem- 
bled here  as  earnest  friends  of  one  great 
common  cause.  To  look  into  your  faces  is 
like  gazing  on  the  beauties  of  an  orangery. 
The  verdue  of  childhood,  the  buds  of  youth,  the 
blossoms  of  adolescence,  the  maturing  fruit  of 
middle-life,  and  the  mellow  ripened  crop  of 
age,  are  all  before  me  as  I  rise  to  mingle  my 
voice  with  the  parting  words  of  my  classmates. 

In  this  assemblage,  too,  I  see  the  brilliant 
eye  of  intellect  and  the  ruddy  cheeks  of  health, 
proportioned  well  and  poised  upon  the  robust 
forms  of  strength. 

Pardon  me,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  if  I 
address  you  as  a  great  convention — a  joint 
convention  of  brain  and  brawn,  assembled 
here  to  form  a  more  perfect  union  between 
the  two.  Manual  and  intellectual  interests, 
if  understood,  are  one.  "Mutual  progress"  is 
their  motto;  "altruism"  is  their  guide.  Self- 
ishness in  either  is  a  deadly  foe  to  both,  for 
the  factors  of  the  human  soul  are  the  spirit 
and  the  body — the  one  no  sooner  usurps  an 
unjust  power  to  oppress  the  other,  than  the 
murmuring  tones  of  discord  are  sounding  in 
the  oppressor's  ear. 

This  human  soul  is  not  a  monarchy,  not 
a  kingdom,  not  an  empire,  but  a  great 'and 
grand  republic  with  its  declaration,  its  consti- 
tution, its  preamble  and  its  statutory  code,  all 
couched  within  a  single  word,  all  written  and 
readable  in  the  one  short  utterance  HARMONY. 
In  this  republic,  mind  is  the  president,  muscle 
the  cabinet,  heart  the  congress  and  God  who 


created  it  stands  to  it  as  do  the  people  to  a 
government.  When  the  mental  and  the 
physical  are  in  their  proper  sphere,  and  not 
unmindful  of  each  other's  rights,  then  there  is 
peace  in  the  heart  and  joy  in  the  countenance; 
but  when  the  brain  forgets  to  wear  the  robe 
of  meekness,  and  when  brawn  in  his  humbler 
habitation  forgets  the  dignity  of  his  trust, 
then  discord  reigns  and  progress  makes  a  sud- 
den halt. 

When  mind  grows  over-bearing  and 
haughty  and  proud, and  when  muscle  becomes 
disingenuous  and  cringing  and  base,  the  one 
unknowingly  brands  her  fair  forehead  with 
contempt,  while  the  other  with  envy  disfigures 
his  brow.  Envy  and  contempt  can  never 
dwell  in  peace  in  the  teinples  erected  for  love 
and  emulation. 

It  matters  not  whether  these  opposing 
forces  are  found  in  the  government  halls,  in 
the  social  parlors,  or  in  the  boudoir  of  self,  the 
results  are  alike  destructive.  If  the  mind  has 
become  sluggish  through  indolence,  while  the 
body  develops  into  physical  perfection;  or  if 
the  intellect  through  exercise  has  reached  the 
highest  degree  of  eminence,  while  the  arm 
withers  in  idleness,  there  is  still  p'-^sented  to 
us  an  object  of  pity,  despite  the  praise  of  like 
unbalanced  men. 

"To  every  thing  there  is  a  season,"  says 
the  ancient  sage,  "and  a  time  to  every  purpose 
under  heaven."  Success  in  life  depends  upon 
the  proper  adjustment  of  every  purpose  to  the 
time  for  which  it  was  designed.  He  who  coins 
these  hours  and  days  at  the  mighty  mint  of 
Eternity  has  given  us  all  instruction  in  the 
use  of  time,  divinely  stamped.  "Cease  to  be 
idle,"  is  the  first  commandment,  and  "Seek 
ye  out  of  the  best  books  words  of  wisdom,"  is 
the  second.  Upon  these  two  hangs  the  wel- 
fare of  the  world.  The  faithful  observer  of 
these  commandments  will  always  be  a  useful 
man — a  general  in  the  social  ranks,  an  admiral 
of  the  moral  fleet. 

Manual  and  intellectual  labor  are  the 
honored  parents  of  virtue,  but  vice  is  the  base- 
born  child  of  indolence  and  ease. 


COMMENCEMENT  ANNUAL. 


The  farmer  who  simply  plants  a  tree  that  j  him  a  gift  insured  against  incendiary  flames, 
he  may  repose  beneath  tl^^rustling  sun-lit ;  a  bequest  secure  from  the  burglars  drill,  a 
leaves,  will  find  in  harvest  time  his  acres  fortune  not  lost  in  the  gambler's  dive,  give 
covered  with  a  crop  of  rank  but  noxious  vege-  him  a  strong  and  active  mind;  give  him  a 
tation.  The  ground  itself  will  not  be  idle,  skillful  calloused  hand  and  your  boy  will  be  a 
Soil  too  sterile  for  a  crop  of  weeds  is  never  fit   blessing  to  the  world. 

for  grain.      Everyman,  like  the  tiller  of  the  |  Ladies    and    gentlemen,     have    you    not 

soil,  has  a  rich  and  fertile  field,  has  mental  heard  our  nation  call  for  educated  labor.^  We 
acres  which  if  cultivated  will  yield  the  highest  today  can  hear  the  cry  of  our  neglected  farms 
type  of  human  thought,  or  if  neglected  will  pleading  for  laboratory  men  to  come  and  re- 
produce, when  the  reaping  time  arrives,  deem  the  soil  from  the  reproach  of  stinginess, 
vagaries  of  the  most  obnoxious  kind.  i  The  whistles   of   every    mill    and    factory   aie 

The  brain  of  a  sluggard  that  has  not  ^  sounding  the  welcome  for  more  skillful  worlc- 
energy  enough  to  think  an  evil  thought,  with  men.  The  wealthy  men  ot  our  Union  are 
nothing  else  to  do,  will  never  be  prolific  in  inquiring  for  intelligent  artists  to  come  and 
reflections  of  the  more  exalted  cast.  The  |  adorn  their  delectable  dwellings  with  beauties 
idler  whose  muscles  are   flabby  with   repose,  [  to   feed   their   asthetic    desires.     And    if   this 


too  inactive  to  enter  the  gymnasium  for  sport, 
will  never  be  remembered  for  his  spade  marks 


were  not  enough,  Zion  resounds  her  encourag- 
insT    voice  to   the  man  with  a  dexterous  hand. 


in  the  sod  nor  have  his  name  on  monuments  ;  Artists  such  as  Athens  never  knew,  painters 
that  mark  that  toiler's  grave.  These  are !  such  as  Paris  cannot  give,  sculptors  the  like 
piteous  types  of  ill  developed  men.  These  j  of  whom  were  never  found  in  Rome,  and  re- 
are  they  whose  death  is  but  a  signal  to  the  j  finers  unexampled  in  the  history  of  the  world 
world  to  warn  us  all  of  their  disastrous  fate.  j  will  find  employment  in  the  building  of  that 
Ancient  Sparta  tells  us  of  the  worthless-  1  New  Jerusalem,   the  City  of  the  Coming  King. 


ness  of  brainless  brawn;  our  delicate  cosmo- 
politan dude  posing  himself  as  a  college  gradu- 
ate is  the  embodiment  ofbrawnless  brain.  For 
a   perfect  model  where  the  head  and  hand  were 


These' Utah  hills  are  teeming  with  their 
jeweled  wealth  awaiting  God's  command  to 
bring  them  forth  to  beautify  the  boulevards  of 
Zion.        Mental    culture    joining    hands    with 


together  taught  and  trained,  for  a  perfect  equil- i  manual  skill   must    work   as    members   of  the 


ebrium  ot  the  body  and  the  mind,  I  point  you 
to  that  far-off  hamlet  in  Galilee,  to  that  young 
man  who  "increased  in  wisdom  and  stature," 
to  Him  who  was  the  carpenter,  to  Him  who 
is  the  Christ. 

Oh  laborers,  workers,  toilers,  be  as  digni- 
fied as  that  great  Prince  of  tradesmen.  Stu- 
dents, scholars,  sages,  be  as  humble  as  that 
wise  teacher  of  Rabbinic  lore.  The  arrogant 
mind  who  fosters  the  thought  that  an  honest 
trade  will  bring  disgrace  upon  a  man  is  no 
better  than  the  ignoramus  who  swings  his 
pick  from  sun  to  sun,  closing  his  mind  against 
improvement  and  maligns  the  instructor  of 
his  child  at  school. 

Men  of  opulence,    if   you    would    leave  a 
legac)'  to  your  son,  if  you   would  bequeath  to 


same  fraternal  order  if  they  would  find  employ- 
ment in  these  cyclopian  works.  The  sweet 
soprano  voice  of  science,  the  alto  of  art,  the 
tenor  of  toil,  and  labor's  heavy  bass  will  swell 
in  one  symphonic  strain  the  balanced  hymn 
of  progress  to  make  the  music  of  that  millen- 
nial day. 

Pardon  me,  once  more,  my  friends,  if  I 
become  too  ardent  in  my  talk  for  this  union 
of  the  sinew  and  the  soul.  Condone  me,  if 
I  impropriate  the  honor  of  a  priest, and  in  the 
presence  of  you  all  perform  the  ceremony 
that  shall  make  our  '96  Commencement  Day 
rememberable  hereafter  as  the  happy  nuptial 
feast  of  mind  and  muscle.  Never  before  have 
they  been  more  willing  to  plight  their  troth; 
never  before    have    their    hearts   been    nearer 
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one.  Too  long  by  far  have  these  lovers 
courted.  Too  many  times  have  they  crossed 
their  love.  Mind  with  her  haughty  spirit  has 
played  the  coquette  while  the  unmanly 
muscle  has  lavished  his  wealth  to  bear  the  fool- 
ish expense.  Their  wooing  has  been  since  the 
world  began  and  the  fullness  of  times  has 
been  set  for  the  bridal  day.  Let  them  from 
this  very  hour  be  one  and  forever  more  in- 
separable. Let  their  happy  honeymoon  last 
till  the  peal  of  millenniuiii  vespers  bhall  have 
died  away  in  silence,  and  their  peaceful  union 
be  prolonged  through  countless  rolling  years, 
undisturbed  and  undivorced. 

Ladies  and  gentlemen  I  thank  you. 

CLASS  HISTORY. 


LOUISE  HEDQUIST. 

Miss  President,    Tcac/wrs,  Classmate's  and 
Friends  : 

"The  perfect  historian,"  says  Macaulay, 
"muse  possess  an  imagination  sufficiently 
powerful  to  make  his  narrative  affecting  and 
picturesque,  yet  he  must  control  it  so  abso- 
lutely as  to  content  himself  with  the  materials 
which  he  finds,  and  refrain  from  supplying 
deficiencies  by  additions  of  his  own."  Per- 
fection is  only  a  conception  and  not  a  reality 
of  life,  hence  we  can  not  promise  our  hearers 
that  our  narrative  shall  be  affecting  and 
picturesque  but  we  do  intend  that  only  that 
material  which  the  class  history  affords  shall 
be  given.  Again  Macaulay  says,  "history 
has  its  back  ground  and  its  fore  ground."  Our 
prophetess  will  discuss  the  foreground,  to  me 
it  only  falls  to  relate  that  history  which  is 
already  made.  I  shall  not  attempt  to  give  an 
account  of  any  individual  but  shall  simply  con- 
sider the  classwork  as  a  whole.  No  discovery 
has  been  made  by  us  that  would  be  called 
great  in  the  eyes  of  men,  yet  the  student  is 
ever  an  explorer,  and  how  wonderful  the  dis- 
coveries to  each  mind  and  heart  has  been  the 
individual  must  answer.  A  few  members  of 
our  class  have    written  verses.      We    have   all 


tried  our  hands  at  writing  essays,  but,  aside 
from  this,  our  efforts  have  been  reproduction, 
not  production.  Time  only  will  tell  what  we 
may  do  in  the  latter  respect.  Still  it  is  not 
rare  talent  or  great  genius  in  any  particular 
that  we  claim  to  possess  but  only  dogged  per- 
sistence. 

During  our  first  or  freshman  year  a  class 
organization  was  effected,  but  no  work  was 
done.  We  were  very  busy  studying  and  ar- 
ranging courses  and  performing  the  tasks  that 
each  day  brought.  Scarcely  six  weeks  has 
passed  when  a  memorable  day  arrived — a  day 
always  welcomed  by  the  students  of  the  Brig- 
ham  Young  Academy,  "Founder's  Day." 
When  our  class  proved  to  be  conspicuous  for 
number  if  for  nothing  else.  It  was  a  day  of 
general  rejoicing  and  speech  making,  and  if 
the  repeated  celebration  of  this  event  tends  in 
other  years  to  make  it  common  remember  in 
our  freshman  year  it  had  all  the  charms  of 
newness  as  well  as  student  interest.  Soon  the 
holidays  drew  near.  And  the  first  and  of 
course  the  most  dreaded  of  all  examinations 
had  to  be  passed.  We  resumed  our  work  the 
following  semester,  but  Commencement  draw- 
ing near  soon  brought  it  to  a  close.  ,  We  were 
not  so  much  interested  in  the  Ct^mmencement 
exercises  of  that  year  as  we  have  been  this, 
but  believe  me  those  exercises  were  the  most 
wonderful  of  the  kind  we  have  ever  witnessed. 

August  '93  found  us  in  school  again. 
With  new  vim  and  courage  we  entered  upon 
our  Sophomore  year.  Many  of  our  original 
number  did  not  return  but  our  force  was 
strengthened  by  some  new  members  who 
seemed  by  nature  rightly  to  belong  to  our 
class,  for  they  possessed  our  main  character- 
istics, energy  and  stick-to-itive-ness.  Founders 
Day  came  as  before  as  also  the  holidays.  Danc- 
ing and  gayety  were  forgotten  until  commence- 
ment week,  when  again  each  class  took  its 
place  in  room  D,  to  witness  the  awarding  of 
certificates  to  its  upper  classmates. 

To  our  class  came  some  change  durine 

j  our  third  or  junior  year.      Andrew  Christenson 

joins  the  class  of  '95   and   Mr.    Kerr  takes  his 
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place.  Our  class  now  consists  of  President, 
Vice-President,  Secretary  and  Treasurer.  Soon 
our  organization  is  working  effectively.  Class 
meetings  are  held  bi-monthly  Again  the 
class  must  sustain  the  loss  of  its  president  when 
Mr.  Kerr  is  called  on  a  mission  to  the  Southern 
States.  Miss  Irena  Mendenhall  is  elected  in  his 
place.  A  momentary  fear  creeps  o'er  uS 
heightened  by  the  action  of  the  class  of  '95. 
For  we  feared,  lest  Miss  Mendenhall,  regard- 
less of  all  instruction  would  be  called  to  open 
a  private  kindergarten  class  at  Logan.  The 
countenances  of  our  class  members  bore  a 
studious  look.  It  was  the  year  in  which  most 
of  our  classmates  took  their  training  course. 
This  year  for  the  first  time  the  training  work 
in  the  Academy  was  under  the  direction  of  a 
professional  training  teacher.  And  we  trust 
that  the  more  efficient  work  of  the  training 
department  will  be  reflected,  in  the  graduates 
of  '96.  As  Commencement  neared  wc  began 
indeed  to  feel  that  our  turn  was  next.  The 
work  of  the  class  of '95  imbued  us  with  the 
feelings  and  sentiments  of  seniors. 

The  twenty-second  of  August,  1895, 
brings  our  little  group  together  again  and 
while  we  are  fewer  in  number  than  any  other 
class  nevertheless  we  feel  the  most  import- 
ant. The  most  prominent  seats  in  room  D 
are  given  us  and  we  are  proud  of  the  name 
"Graduating  Class."  The  organization  is  now 
complete,  the  constitution  and  by-laws  have 
been  adopted,  class  meetings  are  held  the  first 
and  third  Thursdays  in  each  month.  On 
Founder's  Day  we  were  not  distinguished  as 
the  first  year  for  our  great  number,  nor  did 
we  make  ourselves  prominent  as  did  our  '97 
friends  by  loud  yells.  But  our  college  caps 
and  silver  badges  plainly  said  to  all  "Class  of 
'96."  The  latter  part  of  the  first  semester  the 
members  who  were  aiming  to  graduate  were 
requested  to  hand  in  applications  for  candi- 
dacy. All  was  anxiety  and  suspense  until  the 
answer  came.  But  the  holidays  passed  and 
three  weeks  of  the  second  semester  before 
suspense  was  relieved.  But  with  the  answer 
came     something      unexpected.       We     really 


thought  no  more  would  be  required  of  us  than 
that  of  our  worthy  predecessors  of  '95  but 
learned  to  our  sorrow  two  additional  require- 
ments were  made,  age  and  a  thesis.  A  new 
word  came  into  our  vocabulary,  graduating 
thesis,  a  word  often  pronounced  to  see  if  we 
could  make  it  sweet  to  the  tongue.  But  no 
sooner  had  we  grown  used  to  saying  the  word 
thesis  than  we  must  say  theses,  for  teachers  in 
pedagogy,  psychology,  geology  and  literature 
each  made  plain  his  wants  by  this  same  word. 
The  latter  part  of  March  the  graduates  ap- 
peared with  a  gold  band  on  the  finger  on  which 
was  en'graven  in  unmistakable  figures,  '96,  we 
felt  at  once  that  our  importance  was  increased, 
for  those  who  did  not  envy  us  for  our  brains 
did  at  once  for  our  rings. 

All  is  over  now.  To  see  perhaps  is  greater 
than  to  hear.  The  concluding  paragraph  of 
our  history  we  make  before  you.  Heaven  will, 
that  at  least  some  parts  of  our  history  shall  be 
worthy  to  enter  in  and  become  part  of  the 
history  of  our  Alma  Mater. 

CLASS  HUMOR. 

DANIEL    RASMUSSEN. 

Miss  President,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen  : 

In  this  funny  world  there  are  two  kinds 
of  funny  people.  There  are  those  who  make 
fun  of  everybody  they  see,  and  there  are  those 
who  are  made  fun  of  by  every  one  who  sees 
them. 

In  the  class  of  '96  there  are  some  of  each 
kind  as  also  of  all  intermediate  grades,  the 
extremes  being  represented  by  Mr.  Booth  and 
myself. 

When  the  candidates  for  this  necessary 
infliction  upon  a  long  suffering  public  were  be- 
ing discussed  in  class  meeting,  there  were  be- 
side my  own  name  those  of  J.  W.  Booth, 
Murray  King,  Parley  Magleby,  Elsie  Chris- 
tensen  and  Grace  Brimhall  mentioned. 

It  was  decided  by  unanimous  vote  that, 
for  personal  bearing  and  an   extreme  affinity 
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for  the  ladies  Murray   King   was  the  funniest 
man  in  the  class. 

Grace  received  the  vote  as  the  queerest 
personality,  she  being  absolutely  devoid  of 
those  emotional  traits  for  which  Murray  is  so 
well  known,  and  having  absolutely  disregard- 
ed the  opposite  sex,  dentists  excluded,  during 
her  brief  mundane  existence. 

Parley  Magleby  said  he  was  very  desirous 
of  taking  the  part  of  humorist  upon  this  occa- 
sion, but  he  had  just  returned  from  Salt  Lake 
and  he  feared  that  his  swollen  eye  would  not 
subside  in  time,  and  he  would  not  for  any  con- 
siderable sum  have  it  known  to  the  public  that 
he  had  been  thumped. 

Miss  Christensen  declined  because  she 
was  afraid  she  would  not  have  time  to  pre- 
pare her  part  as  she  was  to  have  a  caller  the 
next  Sunday  evening.  She  had  to  make 
special  preparation  for  this  occasion  because  if 
she  treated  him  well  perhaps  he  would  call 
again.  She  seemed  to  think  that  the  com- 
mencement in  love  was  of  more  importance 
than  the  commencement  in  school. 

The  nomination  of  Mr.  Booth  nearly  car- 
ried when  that  gentleman  arose  and  proposed 
that  we  have  a  change  in  the  style  of  our 
humor.  He  had  bored  an  audience  for  three 
consecutive  years  and  he  nominated  me  as  the 
funniest  man  in  the  school,  on  account  of  be- 
ing totally  devoid  of  any  spark  of  humor. 

Living  in  this  19th  century,  a  period  of 
experiment  and  a  fancy  for  everything  new, 
it  is  no  wonder  that  the  motion  was  carried. 
And  so  the  calculation  was,  I  suppose,  that  I 
was  to  stand  before  you,  not  to  be  laughed 
with  but  to  be  laughed  at. 

I  believe  in  returning  good  for  evil,  and 
so  for  the  malevolance  of  Miss  Mendenhall  I 
have  decided  to  read  for  her  benefit  the  fol- 
lowing note: 

irena's  reply  to . 

Sir: — The  atrocious  crime  of  being  an  old 
maid,  which  you  have  with  such  spirit  and 
decency  charged  upon  me,  I  will  neither  at- 
tempt to  palliate  nor  deny;  but  content  myself 
with  wishing  that  I  may  be  one  of  those  few 


for  whom  there  is  yet  a  possibility  of  a  chance, 
and  not  of  that  number  whose  experience  has 
taught  them  nothing.  Whether  my  old  maid- 
ishness  can  be  imputed  to  me  as  a  reproach  I 
will  not,  sir,  assume  the  province  of  deter- 
mining; but  surely  that  young  person  becomes 
jubtly  contemptible  if  the  opportunities  which 
youth  affords  have  passed  away  without  im- 
provement and  perpetual  maidenhood  is  there- 
fore the  result  of  indolence. 

The  wretch  who  never  attempts  to  get 
married  is  surely  the  object  of  contempt;  but 
age,  sir,  is  not  my  only  crime.  I  am  accused 
of  distressing  the  gentlemen  with  my  impor- 
tunities. But  with  regard,  sir,  to  those  wliom 
I  have  offended,  I  am  of  the  opinion  that  if  I 
had  acted  otherwise  I  should  have  avoided 
their  censure;  but  the  manifestation  of  the 
emotion  which  offended  them  and  the  zeal  { 
have  for  my  future  happiness  nothing  short  of 
death  shall  suppress.  I  will  not  sit  uncon- 
cerned while  my  future  happiness  is  at  stake, 
nor  will  I  look  in  silence  upon  a  man  I  love.  I 
will  exert  my  endeavors,  at  whatever  hazzard 
to  bring  my  refusers  to  justice  and  to  yet  at- 
tain the  happiness  for  which  T  have  been  seek- 


ing. 


We  have  in  our  class  not  only  famous 
orators  and  poets,  prognosticators  and  histor- 
ians, we  have  chemists  as  well.  Bro.  Joseph 
Peterson  has  made  an  attempt  to  unify  chem- 
istry and  history.  If  he  is  successful  it  will  be 
of  great  advantage  for  both  sides.  Last  year 
Mr.  Peterson  studied  general  history  and  be- 
came so  enthused  with  the  subject  that  every- 
thing else  he  learned  had  to  be  related  to  his- 
tory. He  began  last  semester  to  study  chem- 
istry. In  his  first  lesson  he  came  upon  the 
expression  "Oxygen  is  found  in  S-i-1-i-c-a," 
Oh,  yes,  exclaimed  Joseph,  Cilicia  is  in  Asia 
Minor.  A  little  farther  he  read  "Oxygen  is 
also  found  in  B-e-r-y-1."  Beryl,  where's  Beryl.? 
He  got  his  general  history  and  perused  care- 
fully the  map  of  the  ancient  world,  but  failing 
to  find  it  on  the  map  he  threw  down  the  book 
and  decided  that  it  must  be  some  where  near 
Cilicia  in  Asia  Minor. 
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Mr.  Booth  holds  to  the  theory  that  a  man 
is  not  truly  educated  unless  he  can  use  skill- 
fully both  his  head  and  his  hands.  This  idea 
has  caused  him  to  attempt  to  rear  swine  and 
go  to  school  at  the  same  time.  In  consequence 
of  his  treatment  he  has  the  most  wonderfully 
intellectual  litter  of  pigs  heard  of  for  some 
time.  They  are  noted  for  their  great  desire 
for  learning,  especially  the  kind  to  be  had  from 
books.  Mr.  liooth  was  not  a  sufficient  psy- 
chologist to  tell  what  ailed  his  pigs  for  he  im- 
agined their  continual  squealing  to  be  prompt- 
ed rather  by  an  abnormal  appetite  than  by 
their  cosmic  emotions.  He  was  convinced, 
however,  when  one  night  he  laid  his  book 
sack  too  near  the  sty  while  he  went  to  tend 
his  horses.  When  he  returned  he  wondered 
what  had  happend  to  pacify  the  squealing 
things.  Seizing  the  last  remnant  of  a  book 
from  the  mouth  of  the  nearest  pig,  he  read  the 
words  "Studies  in  Style." 

Bro.  Booth  says  he  thinks  his  pigs  are 
soon  ready  for  graduation.  As  for  hours; 
they  devoured  a  forty  weeks  text-book  in 
geology,  a  book  on  rhetoric  covering  a  twenty 
week's  course,  an  elocution,  an  algebra  and 
note  books  sufficient  to  fully  make  up  the  rest, 
and  all  in  a  very  few  minutes.  What  would 
they  not  do  if  they  had  access  to  a  library. 
Booth  thinks,  however,  that  the  faculty  will 
reject  their  petitions  for  graduation  on  the 
grounds  that  they  are  too  young. 

There  are  several  classes  in  the  school  that 
deserve  special  mention.  If  we  take  them  in 
the  order  of  brilliancy,  Latin  C  undisputedly 
cont&s  first.  Passing  the  calls  of  the  Monarch 
to  our  Maw  and  the  Wolf  behind  the  Busch 
picking  up  Spilled  berries  there  are  yet  more 
remarkable  features  rather  in  the  abilities 
than  in  the  nomenclature  of  the  class. 

Really  the  poetic  advancement  made 
there  is  remarkable.  The  teacher  is  sorry 
that  he  ever  permitted  the  pupils  to  translate 
the  Latin  into  English  verse,  because  now  he 
finds  that  he  can  never  get  an  answer  from 
the  students  except  in  Dactylic  hexameter. 
He  threatens  that  if  the   pupils  persist   in  the 


excessive  use,  or  abuse,  of  this  beautiful  form 
of  speech,  dragging    it    with    them    down    to 
Hades,    he    will   send    for  Prof.  Nelson.      He' 
reserves  him,  however,  as  the  last  resort. 

To  illustrate  what  I   have   said,    I    quote 
the  following  passage  from  the   translation  of 
Virgil's  Aeneid — '' /le  Descend  into  Hell. 
This  is  the  journey  to  the   waters    of    the    in- 
fernal Acheron, 
The    place    where    a     treacherous     whirlpool 

belches  forth  from  an  abyss. 
And   shoots    forth    the   sand    into    that  filthy 

river,  the  Acheron. 
Sharon  a  frightful    ferryman    with   uncultured 

grey  beard  to  his  chin, 
With  sordid  garments  hung    from    his    shoul- 
ders in  one  tangled  large  knot. 
Keeps  in  constant  squalor   these    waters    and 

rivers  of  the  infernal. 
Sharon    is    old    but    robust    and    powerful    in 

years. 
And  he  ferries  the  bark  with  a  pole  and  tends 

to  the  sails. 
To  the  god  in  a  rust-colored  boat  he    conveys 

the  souls  of  the  dead. 

Mr.  Busch  considers    his    productions   of 
too  high  a  grade  for  your  intelligence,  and  so  I 
could  not  obtain  any  of  his   for   this  occasion. 

The  German  class  is  perhaps  the  next  in 
order.  Its  students  are  remarkable  for  the 
promptness  and  practical  way  in  which  ques- 
tions are  answered.  When  requested  to  con- 
jugate Hebe  Miss  Hedquist  made  prompt  re- 
ply: Past,  Ich  liebte ;  Present,  Ich  bin  ver- 
lobt ;  Future,  Ich  werde  heirathen. 

The  history  class  is  wonderful  because  of 
following  a  retrospective  plan  of  study.  It 
was  proven,  however,  that  this  plan  is  not 
always  certain.  The  particulars  are  as  fol- 
lows: History  teacher:  "Miss  Findlay — Do 
you  remember  the  main  events  of  the  Second 
Punic  War.-*"  Miss  Findlay:  "No  sir,  was 
not  born  till  after  the  establishment  of  the 
Roman  P2mpire." 

In  Prof.  Brimhall's  psychology  class  I  un- 
derstand they  have  been  discussing  mental  or 
psychological    weaknesses.     I    should    like  to 
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know  what  the  psychological  defect  is  in  this: 

"May  I  accompany  you  home?" 

Said  Murray  to  Jenette, 
She  turned  to  him   in  anger, 

"You're  small  potatoes  yet." 

Next  day  he  wrote  her  for  reply; 

These  telling  words  she  dashed: 
"I  called  you  small  potatoes,  sir, 

Because  they're  easier  mashed." 

The  class  of  '97  claims  to  be  a  very  ener- 
getic class.  Well  it  stands  them  in  hand.  If 
the  president  of  this  class,  who  is  at  least  a 
year  ahead  of  the  rest,  is  in  the  7th  grade  this 
year,  in  the  8th  next,  and  so  on,  he  will  doubt- 
less get  through  in  1903.  Garn  Clark  and  Spru- 
cer  will  perhaps  be  the  next  and  the  rest  will 
perhaps  get  through  if  they  live  long  enough. 

The  oratory   class   is   struggling   fiercely 
for  an  existence.      If  it  dies  Albert  Christen 
sen  may  justly    be    blamed,    I    believe.      Did 
you  hear  that  explosion  last  Monday  night.'' 

Lieut.  Stephenson  became  so  enthused 
over  giving  orders  in  military  drill  that  he 
could  not  content  himself  with  regular  drills, 
so  he  appointed  special  sessions  in  the  cloak 
room  on  the  lower  floor.  One  day  he  was 
overheard  giving  the  following  commands: 
I,  right  face;  II,  arm  exercise;  III,  front;  IV, 
close  intervals;  V,  parade  rest.  Upon  opening 
the  door,  behold! 

Before  closing,  Miss  Lewis  desires  me  to 
announce  that  she  has  lost  a  book-bag  con- 
taining Shakespear's  unabridged  dictionary,  a 
pair  of  over-shoes  and  a  love  letter  from 
Erastus  Fillcrup,  the  first  she  has  ever  re- 
ceived. The  finder  will  do  her  a  great  favor 
by  returning  it  to  the  teachers'  desk  in  room 
D. 

Now  in  behalf  of  those  ladies  whose  names 
I  have  mentioned,  if  there  are  any  young  men 
in  the  audience,  or  old  men  for  that  matter, 
stirred  up  to  a  point  of  real  sympathy  or  al- 
truism by  my  remarks,  I  feel  that  I  have  ac- 
complished my  purpose,  and  I  shall  be  per- 
fectly willing  to  do  what  more  I  can  in  their 
behalf. 


Ladies  and  gentlemen,  from  the  brilliancy 
of  the  exercises  you  have  listened  to  tonight, 
do  you  not  wish  you  were  a  graduate 

To  climb  upon  the  stand 

With  empty  head  and  empty  purse 

And  nothing  in  your  hand.'' 

Each  girl  has  bought  a  bran  new  dress. 

Hoping  to  make  a  mash 

Tonignt  when  all  is  o'er  she'll  pray 

For  time  and  borrowed  cash. 

Each  boy  would  be  a  Cicero 

And  fire  the  world,  alas! 

He  "don't"  use  sense  or  logic 

But  simply  gush  and  gas. 

And  others  yet  will  come  and  go 

To  join  the  alumni  rank, 

Today  the  graduate's  a  king 

Tomorrow  he's  a  crank. 

LIFE. 

MURRAY  KING. 
To  the  class  of  'p6: 

One  fair  morn,    ' 
When  all  the  rosy  dawns 
Were  stealing  from  their  heights, 
Out  upon  the  lawns; 
And  a  faint  fresh  breeze, 
From  the  burnished  thrones  of  light, 
Drew  down  a  wondrous  hope, 
A  grand  wild  hope 
Of  wondrous  power  and  might: 
Low  breathing  it  drew 
Its  spirit  from  afar, 
From  the  purple  founts  of  dawn 
Below  the  dying  star; 
Whispering  some  vague, 
Mysterious  truth 
Of  thoughts  and  hopes  unborn, 
And  the  promises  of  youth: 
It  caught  an  impulse  wild, 
From  the  dark  and  ragged  pines, 
Upon  the  eastern  ridge, 
In  solitary  lines; 
And  sloping  to  the  valley, 
Where  blade  and  flower  blent, 
It  drew  from  petaled  lips 
A  sweet  encouragement: 
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I  thought  could  thou  but  speak, 

0  spirit  wild,  to  me, 

1  then  would  know  the  heights 
Of  human  destiny. 

Keen  spirit  of  the  morn; 

Essei.ce  thou  of  life; 

Far  on  thy  steeds  upborne, 

Thy  soul  with  high  hopes  rife: 

Grant  me,  0  grant  me  with  thee  to  fly. 

And  rest  in  the  depths  of  some  western  sky; 

And  teach  me,  0  teach  me  so  tenderly  there, 

The  life  which  is  grand,  the  life,  which  is  fair: 

Great  spirit  with  thy  high  hopes  rife, 

From  thy  thrones  of  light  and  life. 

*  •  *         *  *         * 

I  scarce  had  ceased  my  murmured  prayer, 

When  sudden  heavy  grew  the  air, 

And  thick  with  odors  sweet;  it  seemed 

The  laden  breeze  would  faint;  then  streamed 

A  radiance  half  revealing 

A  glorious  presence;  backward  reeling, 

Sloped  the  drunken  winds;  and  I, 

Why  did  I  not  drop  dead,  0  why. 

Beholding  then  such  beauty?     As  the  sun 

Fills  the  dew-drops,  every  one, 

With  radiance,  was  I  no  less. 

All  light  and  life  and  happiness. 

Beholding  her.     Ah  beautiful  was  she! 

Her  raiments  seemed  to  me. 

To  fall  a  half  translucient  shade. 

About  her  star-bright  form.     She  bade 

Me  follow.     As  the  mighty  sun 

Draws  up  the  dew-drops,  every  one; 

Draws  them  up  to  their  great  life  free. 

Which  is  their  immortality; 

She  drew  my  soul  from  the  lower  sphere. 

Up  in  the  regions  calm  and  clear. 

Afar  up  mountains  of  slanting  air 

We  clomb;  they  led  I  knew  not  where; 

I  knew  alone  that  she  w^as  fair; 

I  would  have  followed  anywhere, 

It  gave  me  such  unbounded  bliss. 

Far  in  the  depths  of  the  blue  abyss, 

Our  journey  ended;  there  we  rested. 

No  care  nor  discord  e'er  infested 

Those  bright  abodes:  on  aerial  slopes 

And  downs  ranged  wandering  Hopes 

And  disembodied  Joys;  each  doing 

His  own  sweet  wish,  and  all  pursuing 

A  cloudless  immortality. 

Then  my  fair  pilot  turned  to  me. 


Curtained  in  the  tranquil  blue, 

And  said:  "0  mortal  what  would  you?" 

"Oh  Goddess  radiant  and  fair 
Grantor  of  my  humble  prayer; 
Angel,  Hope  or  Destiny, 
Shape  of  immortality: 
I  would  explore  the  secret  deeps 
Of  life.     Not  the  life  that  creeps 
From  earth  in  still  and  moving  forms, 
And  leaving  seeds  which  nature  warms 
Again  to  growth;  continues  still 

j  The  same  unbroken  chain:  but  thrill 

i  Me  with  the  spirit  keen  of  her 
Who  plants  her  foot  on  the  outer  sphere 
Of  matter  gross,  and  plumes  her  head, 
Amid  the  endless  stars  of  God: 
That  triumph  breaking  sheer  above 
The  sod,  in  beauty,  joy  and  love. 
Which  glits  invisible,  and  seen. 
Over  suns  and  worlds  serene; 
Spirit  of  transcendency. 
Victorious  forever  free; 
That  which  yields  alone  to  men. 
Of  all  that  is  within  their  ken, 
Infinite  joys.     Not  that  called  life 
Which  plods  from  petty  strife  to  strife. 
And  treads  one  narrow  round  from  birth 
To  death,  and  worm-like  bores  into  the  earth 
For  niggard  comforts;  thus  to  feed 
Some  petty  want,  some  passing  need: 
Nor  that  called  life,  which  seeks  to  rise. 
Above  that  under- world  to  skies. 
Where  exempt  from  baser  needs 
Of  toil  and  care,  it  ever  feeds 
On  the  wishes  of  its  narrow  ken; 
Wealth,  power  and  praise  with  men: 
But  the  vast  life  deep  in  the  heart  of  man. 
Up-reaching,  yearning,  eager  to  scan 
New  truths  and  vaster  glories:  that  great 
Spirit  of  restless  human  state. 
Which  gathering  in  the  mystic  past, 
And  roaring  through  time  doth  ever  cast 
From  its  turbid  waters,  promises, 
And  hopes  more  grand,  and  prophecies 
More  bright;  but  the  keen  thrilling  life, 
That  breaketh  through  the  rifts  of  strife 
In  quick  glimpses  of  beauty  infinite, 
Till  our  illumined  beings  soon 
Shine  as  the  depths  of  moon-lit  June. 
Such  life  I  would  know  from  thee, 
Thou  ot  immortality: 
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Iris  winged,  crowned  victorious 
Beatified  by  splendors  glorious, 
Of  joys  that  break  from  depths  below 
Like  heat-lightning's  hectic  glow, 
While  she  a  million  odors  flings 
In  liquid  l)lisses  from  her  wings." 

I  scarce  had  ended  when  the  blue 
Beneath,  seemed  troubled  through  and  through 
With  an  unrestful  soul;  it  weltered 
Like  a  troubled  dreamer:  sheltered 
By  my  sweet  protectoress,  unfearing, 
I  beheld;  slow  uprearing 
Mountains  soon  appeared,  then  a  sea, 
Then  isles:  the  mountains  at  the  right, 
The  sea  reaching  as  far  as  sight, 
The  isles  mountainous  low-lying  carroline 
Extended  on  the  waters  shimmer-line. 
Over  all  through  all  ceaseless  shifting. 
Bark-born  souls  were  ever  drifting, 
From  the  moun'ains  on  the  ritiht, 
Through  the  islands  out  of  sight; 
Melting  in  the  sky  afar. 
Like  a  morn-dissolved  star 
Melts  in  the  purple  depths  of  dawn. 

She  said,  "Turn  now  thy  eyes  upon 
Yon  scene  and  read  thy  wishes  there: 
Lo  the  Ocean  which  doth  bear 
Its  frieghted  barges  ceaslessly, 
Is  the  spirit  of  humanity: 
Untamed,  unresting  still  forever, 
Vexing  with  its  mad  endeavor 
The  blissful  stars;  lo  grandly  vast 
It  gathers  from  the  hoary  past 
All  that  man  has  felt  or  thought; 
Black  Hates,  radiant  Loves,  and  fears  begot 
Under  the  glooms  of  a  brooding  sky, 
And  hopes  etherial  that  lie 
About  the  feet  of  God:  it  sweeps 
The  souls  of  men  athwart  its  deeps. 
And  through  the  islands  green  or  bare 
Of  joys  serene  or  blighting  care. 
To  the  shadows  of  eternity. 
Lo  where  a  sweet  pale  mystery 
Broods  o'er  yon  summits,  sinless  white, 
And  fiaunts  its  pinions  like  a  Hope,. 
Arising  up  from  depths  devine, 
Where  like  white-robed  angels  shine 
The  spotless  peaks,  seeming  to  brood, 
On  the  silence  of  infinitude; 
The  realms  of  immortalitv 


!  \Ae  white  and  chaste  and  still.     Tenderly 
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Below  the  peaks,  before  the  seas, 
Twixt  the  eastern  and  the  western  breeze; 
The  land  of  youth  and  childhood  lies, 
Soft  beneath  its  golden  skies; 
Dream-world  sweet,  forever  green. 
Sweetly,  blessfuily,  between, 
j  '1  he  peaks  of  immortality, 
The  ocean  of  humanity. 
This  is  the  realms  wherein  God  plants 
The  seeds  of  life,  true  life  which  pants 
For  the  higher  spheres;  lo,  that  breeze 
Which  bends  the  tiee  tops  toward  the  seas, 
Coming  from  the  regi.ns  far, 
And  drawing  from  the  peak  and  star 
Vague  secrets;  strong  with  the  might 
And  mystery  of  youth,  bedight 
In  boundless  hopes  and  valiant  promises; 
Rich  in  the  spirit  that  uplifts 
The  wrapt  soul  to  high  desires; 
Fierce  in  yearnings  for  th'  eternal  fires 
Of  beauty,  love,  and  bliss  immortal. 
Which  breaks  above  his  narrow  portal. 
In  sudden  gleams  and  vauibhings, 
Mingles  its  currents  with  that  breeze, 
Which  cometh  from  the  populous  seas 
Of  lile;  from  the  great  throbbing  heart 
Of  man,  evei  eager  to  lujpart 
Its  mighty  sympathies;  where  blent, 
Powers  vast,  omnipotent. 
Are  working  out  some  destiny 
Sublime.  Mingling  wondrously. 
They  weave  a  woof  of  phantasy — 
The  sweet  dreams  of  hopeful  youth, 
Bright  with  forms  of  beauty, and  a  heart  of  truth. 
Thus  Life  rises  to  a  happy  birth; 
Life  of  life,  the  only  life  on  earth. 
Though  hosts  go  to  the  ocean  vast. 
In  generations  now  and  past. 
With  whom  those  dreams  will  not  remain. 
Yet  our  hopes  are  not  in  vain; 
Deep  in  glooms  of  wants  and  strife. 
Glowers  still  that  spark  of  life; 
Moving  mankind  ceaselessly 
To  a  mighty  destiny. 

Students  can  always  secure  goods  by  re- 
turn mail  if  ordered  from  Irvine  &  Sons,  14 
Centre  Street,  Prove. 

See  Irvine  &  Son's  "add"  on  cover  page. 


COMMENCEMENT  ANNUAL. 


1 1 


CLASS  PROPHECY. 


JENNETTE  FINDLAY. 

One  day  while  in  the  attic  among  the 
relics  of  by-gone  days  I  came  across  a  note 
book.  I  caught  it  up  eagerly,  for  on  it  I  read 
these  words,  "Jennette  Findlay,  B.  Y.  A.  Class 
of '96."  "Well,  well,"  I  exclaimed,  "the  name 
of  my  fathers  great  aunt  after  whom  I  am 
named.  Her  sad  fate  is  well  known  to  the 
family.  On  the  eve  before  graduation  she 
threw  herself  into  the  mill  race.  These  lines 
found  in  her  desk  gave  the  only  clue  to  the 
rash  deed. 

••I  am  worked  to  death  I  can  stand  it  no 
longer,  good  bye."  Glancing  over  the  pages 
of  the  note-book  I  came  across  the  following 
words  carelessly  scrawled.  "What  shall  I  do.^ 
I  have  to  write  four  theses,  pass  off  my  ex- 
aminations for  28  hours,  and  above  all,  fore- 
tell the  future  of  Jos.  Peterson,  Daniel  Ras- 
mussen,  Elsie  Christenson,  Grace  Brimhall, 
Parley  Magleby,  Irene  Mendenhall,  J.  W. 
Booth,  Louise  Hedqui^t,  Murray  King,  and 
Albert  Christenson.  I  can  get  inspiration 
from  nowhere,  I  have  sat  for  hours  as  did  the 
fate  readers  of '94  crying  to  read  their  future 
in  the  starry  heavens. 

From  Morpheus  I  obtained  Rip  Van 
Winkle's  flagon  but  Ross  had  emptied  its 
coiitents.  At  last  I  prayed  Appolo  to  let  me 
have  the  oracles  of  my  class.  He  gave  me 
the  golden  key  that  unlocked  the  cave  of 
Parnassus  and  told  me  to  go  to  Mercury  to 
obtain  the  winged  shoes  I  must  have.  But 
Juno  had  betn  scolding  Mercury  and  he  cross- 
ly answered;  "No,  I  shall  not  lend  them.  May 
Ashworth  of  '95  stretched  them  so  I  can 
scarcely  keep  them  on."  The  writing  here 
ends  abruptly.  Poor  great-grand  aunt  how 
badly  she  did  feel. 

I  was  about  to  accompany  my  father  on 
a  tour  of  the  world.  We  both  determined  to 
find  out  what  really  became  of  the  class  whose 
future  our  aunt  tried  to  depict. 

We  need  not  go  out  of  our  own  library  to 
learn  of  one    of  the   members.     Joseph  Peter- 


son's name  has  become  a  household  word.  He 
is  in  fact  the  mother  goose  of  the  20th  cen- 
tury. 

Naturally  we  planned  to  vissit  Utah  first, 
and  now  had  a  double  purpose  in  doing  so. 
The  first  place  of  note  was  the  Brigham  Young 
Academy.  This,  the  most  famous  educational 
institution  of  our  century,  occupies  a  large 
tract  of  land  on  the  north  of  Provo  City. 

The  gymnasium,  chemical  laboratory, 
engineering  hall,  library,  Maeseric  building 
and  museum  are  all  massive  and  at  the  same 
time  beautiful  buildings. 

The  main  hall,  situated  on  the  highest 
point  of  Temple  Hill,  is  built  of  beautifully 
carved  white  marble.  Over  a  large  arch  above 
this  main  entrance  are  inscribed  these  words, 
"Our  Temple  of  Learning." 

I  have  neither  time  nor  words  to  express 
the  beauty  and  good  spirit  which  prevailed 
here. 

Young  men  and  women  gathered  from  all 
nations,  working  to  the  one  great  end — spirit- 
ual, intellectual,  moral  and  physical  perfection. 

President  Rasmussen  was  so  very  kind 
we  ventured  to  ask  if  among  his  ancestors 
there  had  been  one  Daniel,  he  answered,  very 
proudly,  my  forefather,  Daniel  Rasmussen, 
after  an  unsuccessful  attempt  as  schoolmaster 
left  Mt.  Pleasant  for  the  frozen  north.  He 
returned  in  1904  having  been  successful  in 
finding  the  first  open  route  to  the  north  pole. 

I  took  a  special  trip  to  Sanpete  to  find 
something  of  one  Elsie  Christenson.  I  visit 
ed  some  2,000  families  of  Christensons,  most 
of  whom  had  attended  the  Brigham  Young 
Academy,  but  none  had  known  the  person  I 
was  looking  for. 

At  least  while  in  a  village,  dwindled  to 
about  100  inhabitants,  called  Gunnison,  I  hap- 
pened to  mention  to  an  old  lady  that  the  per- 
son I  was  enquiring  about  must  have  been 
born  about  the  year  1865,  A.  D,  Without  a 
word,  my  companion  put  on  her  bonnet  and 
led  the  way  to  the  village  cemetery.  She 
paused  before  a  monument  which  bore  this 
inscription:   • 
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Sacred  to  the  memory  of 

Elsie  Ciiristenson  Magleby 

ami  her  loved  husband 

Parley. 

Elsie  had  evidently  died  first,  for  I  found 

this  pathetic  verse  directly  beneath  her  name: 

Beneath  this  mound  my  wife  doth  lie, 
She  is  at  peace  and  so  am  I. 

While  in  the  great  library  at  Berlin  I 
came  ocross  a  well  worn  volume,  the  title  was, 
"Dentistry  as  it  was,  as  it  is,  and  as  it  will  be," 
by  Grace  Brimhall. 

There  was  a  short  sketch  of  the  author's 
life  given  and  I  learned  that  Brimhall  was  the 
authors  maiden  name.  She  became  interested 
in  dentistry  through  some  very  queer  and 
complex  process  which  I  cannot  explain. 

It  was  in  the  state  of  Oklohoma  that  I 
learned  what  really  bcame  of  f.  W.  Booth. 
While  in  Utah  I  found  many  people  who  had 
heard  of  his  brightness  during  youth.  One 
thought  he  had  been  a  Senator,  another  even 
hinted  that  the  twenty-nineth  president  of  the 
United  States  was  this  same  J.  W.  Booth 
There  were  no  positive  proofs,  however,  so  I 
continued  my  search.  One  day  while  wander- 
ing through  the  old  historic  city  of  Guthrie,  I 
was  attracted  toward  a  queer  little  house  in  a 
good  state  of  preservation.  It  was  completely 
covered  with  signs  rather  dim  but  still  plain 
enough  to  be  read.  In  bold  letters  was  writ- 
ten a  name  which  attracted  my  attention — 
Joseph  Wilford  Booth,  mender  of  bad  soles, 
clocks  fixed,  watches  repaired,  old  umbrellas 
made  new,  eggs  and  other  merchandise  taken. 
Inside  the  building  I  found  unmistakable  evi- 
dence that  I  had  entered  the  workshop  of  the 
prize  orator  of  '96,  for  on  the  walls  in  char- 
coal frescoes  were  such  sentences  as  this: 
Mental  culture  joining  hand  with  manual  skill 
must  work  as  members  of  the  same  fraternal 
order  if  they  would  find  employment  in  these 
cyclopian  works. 

In  Idaho  I  met  a  young  man  whose 
christian  name  was  Mendenhall,  but  whose 
surname  was  Jenson.  He  informed  me  that 
his  great  grandma,  who  had  been  the  president 
of  her  class  in  '96,  had   lived   a  long  and  hon- 


ored life.  She  and  her  husband  had  estab- 
lished an  ideal  plum  field  on  the  shores  of 
Bear  lake,  and  while  the  professor  was  deep 
in  the  mysteries  of  geometry  and  latin,  the 
professoress  was  comforting  sweet  girl  gradu- 
ates and  rocking  the  cradle. 

Wandering  through  a  Parisian  art  gallery, 
I  passed  before  a  beautiful  study — a  life  size 
statue  of  a  beautiful  lady.  The  firm  clear  cut 
eyes  and  earnest  expression  would  cause  a 
casual  observer  to  look  more  closely.  The 
simple  word  "Louise,"  was  all  the  explana- 
tion. How  beautiful,  I  thought,  guide,  can 
you  tell  me  something  of  the  history  of  this 
painting.-* 

Yes  she  was  a  young  lady  from  Utah 
and  is  known  as  the  foremost  of  the  latter  day 
progress  of  her  sex.  It  is  to  her  more  than 
to  any  other  single  individual  that  the  women 
of  America  owe  the  remarkable  extension  of 
their  social  and  political  privileges  during  the 
past  century.  I  have  traveled  through 
Europe,  Central  Africa,  sailed  down  the  Nile 
to  Egypt  and  gone  by  rail  to  Canada: 

There  is  still  one  name  I  have  failed  to 
trace. 

The  following  advertisement  appeared 
in  the  "Spanish  Fork  World."  "The  Lake 
View  Democrat."  and  in  many  of  the  leading 
papers  of  the  world. 

$500  REWARD 
to  any  person    who  can  give   any  information 
concerning  one  Murray    King   or,  concerning 
his  descendants. 

I  have  had  no  call  for  the  reward.  Mur- 
ry  King  must  have  either  joined  the  silent 
majority  while  young,  or  else  he  got  married. 

We  are  delighted  with  the  result  of  our 
travels  and  I  hope  I  have  not  wearied  you 
with  my  long  narration  of  a  class  that  has 
long  since  passed  into  history. 

Bicycle  sweaters  75c  and  upwards.  Neg- 
ligee shirts  50c  and  upwards,  at  Irvine  & 
Sons.      Mail  orders  promptly  attended  to. 

Irvine  &  Sons  carry  a  choice  line  of  col- 
lars, cuffs,  shirts  and  neckwear,  14  Centre  St. 
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PRESENTATION  SPEECH. 


ELSIE    CHRISTENSEN, 

Miss  President,  Members  oftheBoard,  Teachers, 
Schoolmates,  and  Friends  : 

When  wc  look  back  it  seems  but  a  few 
days  since  we  were  strangers.  May  I  say 
strangers.'*  Yes:  Still,  one  desire,  one  am- 
bition, one  hope  prompted  us  all. 

This  we  soon  learned,  and  labored  on  to- 
gether. Each  earnest  face  as  it  became 
familiar,  day  by  day  grew  dearer  and  brighter. 
Though  our  acquaintance  has  been  short,  we 
feel  that  they  will  be  none  the  less  enduring. 

As  friendships  formed  in  adversity  are 
pure  and  lasting,  so  will  the  love,  that  has 
been  kindled  in  our  hearts  by  mutual  sympathy, 
and  devotion  to  the  same  ideals,  be  both 
warmth  and  light  to  our  souls  in  days  to  come. 

The  class  of  '96  has  received  much  at  the 
hands  of  all.  We  shall  not  try  to  enumerate, 
but  will  never  forget.  We  hope  to  be  remem- 
bered as  a  class  and  as  individuals;  for  we 
assure  you  that  our  "Temple  of  Learning,"  its 
surroundings,  and  associations  will  ever  be 
treasured  as  one  of  the  brightest  bowers  in  the 
garden  of  our  memories.  Though  absent  we 
know  if  faithful,  the  eternal  spirit  that  God 
has  placed  here  will  remain  with  us,  and  con- 
tinue to  spread  until  not  hundreds  but  thou- 
sands shall  feel  its  influence. 

At  this  the  point  of  our  departure  we 
sincerely  ask  you  to  accept,  as  a  token  of  our 
appreciation  and  gratitude,  the  fountain  we 
have  erected  in  front  of  the  building.  And  as 
the  pure  water  there  springs  forth  to  gladden 
its  surroundings,  so  may  streams  of  charity 
and  wisdom  flow  from  each  heart  and  blend- 
ing ripple  on  until  they  form  rivers  leading  to 
eternal  life  and  happiness. 

That  we  may  be  found  worthy  of  your 
association  in  the  future,  and  active  in  the 
cause  of  truth,  are  the  most  earnest  wishes  of 
the  Class  of  '96. 

The  President  and  Members  of  the  class  of'c/6. 
Dear    Students: — It  affords  me    great 


pleasure  to  accept  in  behalf  of  the  Academy 
this  munificent  gift  so  worthy  a  class  whose 
course,  in  spite  of  obstacles  to  the  weak  insur- 
mountable, has  been  ever  upward  and  onward. 
This  fountain  in  its  dumb  but  expressive  way 
tells  the  characteristics  of  your  class,  shall  not 
perpetuate  your  fame  nor  your  name,  but 
shall  live  with  them  as  long  as  the  Academy 
lasts,  and  shall  ever  be  known  as  the  "Foun- 
tain of  the  class  of  '96."  Ladies  and  gentle- 
men, the  Academy  thanks  you. 

VALEDICTORY. 


GRACE  URIMHALL. 
Miss  President,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen: 

You  have  listened  to  our  historian,  our 
poet,  and  our  prophetess.  All  that  now  re- 
mains to  be  said  xs  farewell. 

The  word  which  locks  the  past  and  un- 
locks the  future.  With  much  hope  and  expec- 
tation, have  we  looked  forward  to  this  day. 
Now  it  is  here;  though  honored,  we  greet  it 
with  reluctance.  It  is  the  last  time  we  shall 
say,  teachers  and  schoolmates,  for  friend  is  the 
name  by  which  you  will  hereafter  be  known. 

We  leave  these  halls  to  go  into  the  world 
and  matriculate  in  that  greater  school  of  life 
whose  curriculum  is  as  broad  as  human  wis- 
dom. 

For  four  years  we  have  mingled  together 
in  the  genial  influence  of  this  school  and  feel 
now  that  we  are  a  few  of  the  noble  army  of 
teachers  who  have  filed  into  rank,  ready  to  in- 
struct and  be  instructed,  saying  to  all,  "Come 
thou  with  us  and  we  will  do  thee  good." 

Concerning  our  work  in  the  past  we  are 
fully  cognizant  of  the  fact  that  in  proportion 
to  our  advantages  we  will  be  held  responsible, 
for  every  thought  and  act,  in  our  future  career. 

Public  sentiment  governs  this  world,  or 
as  one  writer  has  put  it,  "Great  ideas  are  a 
concession  of  the  modern  scholar  and  philoso- 
pher."  And  public  sentiment  is  as  powerful 
for  good  as  for  evil.  It  has  emancipated  slaves, 
elevated  women,  overthrown  despotism,  writ- 
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ten  constitutions,  yet  too  it  has  killed  Socrates, 
confined  Galaleo  within  prison  walls,  and 
crucified  the  lowly  Nazarene.  Today  is  the 
festival  of  the  departure  of  a  body  of  young- 
men  and  women  from  school.  May  it  be  said, 
that  we  influence  public  sentiment  for  good; 
and  that  our  duty  will  be  faithfully  performed. 
Four  years  after  our  civil  war,  Theodore  Par- 
ker said  sadly,  "If  our  educated  men  had  done 
their  duty  we  should  not  now  be  in  the  ghastly 
condition  we  bewail." 

"O!  worker  of  the  world!  to  whose  young  arm,, 
The  brute  earth  yields,  and  wrong  as  to  a  charm, 
Young  seamen,  soldier,  student,  toiler  at  the  plough, 
Or  loom,  or  forge  or  mine,  a  knightly  growth  art  thou ! 
VV^here'er  thou  art,  though  earthly  oft  and  coarse, 
Thou  bearest  with  thee  hidden  springs  offeree, 
Creative  power,  the  flower,  the  fruitful  strife, 
The  germ,  the  potency  of  life." 

Members  of  the  Board  of  Education  : 

We  realize  that  your  efforts  and  blessings 
have  been  with  us  and  that  you  are  anxious 
for  our  welfare.  You  have  made  our  environ- 
ments the  best  and  of  the  most  enlightening 
character.  Our  work  has  been  for  you  as  well 
as  for  ourselves,  that  your  efforts  might  not 
be  in  vain.  With  hearts  of  gratitude  we  thank 
you  for  maintaining  this  institution.  If  it  had 
not  been  for  your  tender  care,  we  should  have 
been  unable  to  graduate  here.  It  seems  as. 
though  we  could  read  your  thoughts  vyhich 
said,  "God  grant  that  this  Academy  may  live, 
grow  and  flourish;  that  there  may  be  educated 
here,  young  men  and  women,  strong  in  body 
and  mind,  honest  in  purpose,  courageous,  in- 
tellectual and  God-fearing."  We  hope  to  ac- 
quire the  greatest  heig-ht  you  anticipate  of  us. 
Leaving  you  with  many  happy  students,  we 
say,  "God  bless  you."      Farezvell. 

Teachers : 

In  the  relationships  of  life  few,  are  more 
pleasant,  more  lasting  and  endearing  than  the 
relationship  of  student  and  teacher;  and  just  to 
the  extent  that  we  have  loved  and  trusted 
you,  to  that  same  extent  is  the  separation 
hard.    Judge  then  of  our  sorrow  at  parting,  by 


the  confidence  we  have  reposed  in  you.  For 
your  guidance,  we  are  grateful.  It  is  not  the 
ship  but  the  •  skillful  sailing  that  assures  the 
prosperous  voyage.  If  our  school  life  has  been 
prosperous,  it  is  because  we  were  well  guided. 
You  have  taught  us  how  to  study,  to  climb  to 
the  top  of  the  tree,  where  the  choicest  fruit  is 
found. 

Spencer  says,  "Education  is  all  that  we 
do  for  ourselves,  and  all  that  others  do  for  us, 
for  the  purpose  of  bringing  us  nearer  the  per- 
fection of  our  nature."  You  have  done  much 
for  us. 

When  we  knocked  at  the  door  of  this 
"Temple  of  Learning,"  and  asked  entrance 
through  its  portals,  you  welcomed  us.  We 
knew  not  which  road  to  take  and  traverse  them 
all  we  could  not.  Some  took  one  road  and 
some  another.  Some  paths  lead  into  fields  of 
literature  where  we  met  God's  inspired  poets. 
Among  the  first  we  met  Chaucer  who  gave  us 
a  picture  of  Catholic  and  Mouarchial  England; 
Nun,  priest  and  noble,  walk  before  us  in  solemn 
procession,  to  the  shrine  of  the  martyr.  We 
greeted  many  of  the  authors  and  at  the  top  of 
the  hill,  we  discover  in  most  exalted  place,  the 
myriad  minded  Shakespeare. 

Others  of  our  comra  les  were  taken  into 
the  fields  of  business.  "None  of  the  flowers 
of  imagination  grow  here,"  said  the  guide. 
Science  and  art  became  our  friends.  Every 
now  and  again  the  mysteries  of  birds  and 
flowers,  forests  and  streams  were  unfolded  to 
us.  Others  delving  beneath  the  soil,  read 
history  from  the  strata  of  the  rocks.  Yet  in 
all  our  journey,  we  were  led  to  discover  the 
work  of  Supreme  being  and,  learn  to  praise 
His  name. 

Teachers  of  this  loved  institution,  we  wish 
to  remain  with  you  longer,  but  cannot.  Our 
courage  is  strengthened,  when  we  leave  you, 
for  we  are  to  walk  alone.  Our  deeds  will  show 
what  we  are,  our  words  only  what  we  should 
be;  as  the  writer  has  said,  "livery  moment  of 
a  working  life  may  be  a  decisive  victory." 
Kind  teachers,  farezvell. 
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Schoolmates  : 

To  mingle  with  you  is  happiness;  to  leave 
you,  sorrow.  Time  may  so  program  our 
destiny,  that  we  may  never  meet  again.  Yet 
there  are  hopes  of  our  assembling  in  a  greater 
school  where  peace  and  happiness  will  reign 
forever. 

Our  work,  in  school  is  ended;  yours  well 
begun.  We  face  the  future  with  whatever 
talents  we  have  been  able  to  acquire.  You 
remain  to  win  greater  intellectual  triumphs. 
The  time  will  come  when  many  of  you  will  oc- 
cupy the  same  position  that  we  do  today.  Your 
minds  may  then  be  more  brilliant,  but  your 
hearts  cannot  be  more  thankful  than  ours. 

Some  of  you  may  become  eminent  in  lit- 
erature, others  men  of  business  whose  influ- 
ence shall  extend  throughout  the  nation.  You 
may  become  distinguished  orators,  mathema- 
ticians, and  scientists.  But  remember,  no 
great  height  can  be  reached  and  kept,  if  the 
soul  is  not  pure  and  the  knowledge  of  the  best. 
George  Herbert  said,  "A  handful  of  good  life 
is  worth  a  bushel  of  learning." 

If  feelings  of  despondency  come  over  you* 
say  to  yourself,  I  am  striv'ing  to  gain  an  edu- 
cation. Shall  I  let  the  road  to  knowledge  and 
wisdom  seem  lonsj  and  rugged.-'  No,  I  will 
not  give  up.  The  wisest  men  were  once  in 
ignorance  and  like  them,  I  shall  learn  a  little 
at  a  time.  Moses  was  once  hidden  in  the 
rushes,  but  afterward  became  highly  educated. 
Homer  was  a  beggar.  Yale  college  began 
with  one  teacher  and  one  pupil.  How  did 
Luther  gain  his  education.'  During  a  part  of 
his  life  he  had  to  earn  his  bread  by  gardening 
and  clock-making.  When  not  in  school  he 
went  through  the  streets  and  sang  before  the 
wealthy  homes  that  he  might  obtain  funds  to 
assist  in  paying  his  necessary  expenses.  Not- 
withstanding all  his  poverty,  he  left  a  charac- 
ter and  imprint  on  Germany  far  greater,  far 
grander,  and  far  more  lasting  than  all  her 
princes  and  emperors.  Such  is  the  case  of 
many  celebrated  educators,  statesmen  and 
philosophers.  Though  obstacles  may  be  there, 
remember  that  the  young  men  and  women  who 


are  coming  on  the  stage  of  activity  are  the 
hosts  who  are  to  conquer  the  enemies,  posess 
power  of  intellect  and  inherit  the  land  of 
Christ.  Therefore  we  should  be  courageous. 
Endowments  of  body  and  mind  are  required, 
in  order  for  us  to  accomplish  this  illustrious 
work  and  we  find  them  under  the  roof  of  our 
"Alma  Mater." 

Happy  schoolmates,  we  have  lingered 
with  you  and  know  what  pleasure  there  is  in 
your  preparation  here. 

As  the  curtain  rises  and  we  pass  on  another 
scene  of  activity,  we  look  back  to  you  and  say 
farewell.  Dear  schoolmates  may  we  point 
you  out  as  stars  of  success.      Fayezvell. 

Classmates : 

These  four  years  have  been  to  us  like  one 
long  dream,  wherein  the  pleasures  of  life  were 
realized,  and  the  spirit  of  learning  awakened. 
"I  slept  and  dreamed  that  life  was  beauty, 
I  awoke  and  found  that  life  was  duty." 

The  knowledge  we  have  gained  here  will 
be  of  everlasting  benefit  to  us.  The  friends 
we  have  gained  will  never  be  forgotten. 

With  all  our  learning  we  have  not  met 
the  requirements  of  Plato,  "A  good  education 
is  that  which  gives  to  the  body  and  the  soul 
all  the  beauty  and  perfection  of  which  they 
are  capable."  If  we  have  not  gained  it,  the 
way  at  least  has  been  opened,  and  we  have 
eternity  before  us. 

This  period  of  our  career  is  an  eventful 
one.  We  are  now  on  the  threshold  of  real 
life.  Our  guides  have  been  faithful,  but  now 
we  are  to  travel  without  their  assistance.  Shall 
we  be  jealous  of  their  good  name  and  reputa- 
tion.' Yes — to  such  a  degree,  that  they  will 
ever  be  defended  by  us.  These  nable  teachers 
will  ever  be  held  in  high  esteem  by  our  class. 

Our  previous  work  has  been  preparation; 
the  future  is  stern  reality.  There  will  be 
given  to  us  for. our  honest  labor  a  certificate 
of  completion.  Our  hearts  are  joyful  on  re- 
ceiving them.  Will  these  certificates  add  any 
thing  to  our  character.'  Will  they  make  us 
more  faithful  and  intelligent.'      If  our    knowl- 
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edge  is  not  already  thorough  and  our  faith 
firm,  nothing  that  these  certificates  contain 
will  add  one  iota  to  our  faith  and  intelligence, 
we  might  as  well  destroy  them  as  to  depend 
on  them  to  carry  us  through.  Notwithstand- 
ing our  pleasure  on  receiving  them,  we  know 
they  are  only  statements,  given  to  us  by  our 
noble  guides  of  what  we  have  done. 

Classmates,  soon  to  be  friends,  how  can  I 
express  our  feelings.  I  fear  there  is  none  on 
earth  to  whom  the  separation  is  so  sad,  as 
ours.  Yet  the  day,  the  hour,  the  moment  has 
come,  and  we  can  but  leave  a  blessing  for 
each. 

"O!  let  love,  let  love  abound. 
Keep  this  holy  thought  in  view." 

With  it  and  the  companionship  of  the 
holy  spirit  we  will  succeed.  I  can  but  say,  if 
you  be  truly  successful  take  the  Lord  into 
business  or  profession  as  a  partner,  make  his 
business  your  business.  He  will  bear  your 
griefs,  carry  your  sorrows,  and  humanity  will 
trust  you;  you  will  be  happy  in  your  own  in- 
tegrity, virtue  and  success." 

Our  future  holds  out  lights  of  high  hope 
and  propitious  prospects.  Who  can  penetrate 
it  far  enough  to  tell  what  our  destiny  will  be.^ 
But  we  owe  to  ourselves,  to  our  God,  to  do 
that  for  which  we  have  talents,  to  follow  that 
dignified  pursuit  which  we  love,  it  will  con- 
tribute to  our  happiness  and  welfare.  Emtrson 
says,  "The  crowning  point  of  fortune  of  a  man 
is  to  be  born  with  a  bias  for  some  pursuit 
which  finds  him  employment  and  happiness." 
Knowing  that  God  will  bless  you  to  this  end 
if  you  are  earnest,  we  bid  a  last  farewell. 

Dear  c\a.ssma.tes  /arewe//. 

FAREWEWELL    SONG. 

Twas  with  a  hopeful  pleasure, 
We  sought  our  knowledge  here, 
That  bright  and  glorions  treasure 
From  God,  whom  we  revere: 
Each  year  our  ranks  were  broken 
And  our  classmates  numbered  few, 
And  as  our  faith  grew  stronger 
To  work,  we  gave  its  due. 


At  last  there  comes  a  parting, 
From  those  we've  learned  to  love — 
We  smile,  though  tears  are  starling; 
We'll  meet,  in  school  above. 

Farewell,  farewell. 

These  ties  draw  nearer,  nearer, 
At  the  close  of  this  bright  year, 
Our  prayers  have  been  together, 
And  now  our  goal  is  here.    . 
'Tis  true  we've  met  with  trials. 
On  the  sea  of  progress  wide, 
But  now,  we've  braved  the  breakers 
With  firm  resistless  tide. 

And  now  a  sad  faint  whisper, 
That  thrills  us  like  a  knell: 
We  homeward  bear  our  harvest, 
And  bid  you  sweet  farewell. 

Farewell,  farewell. 

This  is  to  be  sang  by  members  of  the  vocal  class. 
Music  by  Prof.  Lund,  words  by  Grace  Brinihall. 

SONNET. 


To  tJie  class  of  'p6: 

Congenial  classmates!   have  we  never  met  before 
In  some  primeval  school,  where  kindred  love  was 

taught? 
So  veiled  in  these  time-waven  mists,  that  were  it 

not 
For  this  reunion  here,  'twere  all  forgotten  lore? 
Did  we  not  sigh  when  that   Commencement  Day 

was  o'er 
And  with  this  same  reluctance  speak  that  sweet 

farewell. 
Which,  then  as  now,  teemed   with   sad    thoughts 

we  could  not  tell. 
While  hoping  still  as  now  we  hope  to  meet  once 

more? 
Let  us  at  least  believe  we  did;  and  as  our  prayers 
Of  long  ago  are  answered  in  this  mortal  strife. 
So  let  us  live  and  hope    and   pray,    amidst  the.-e 

cares 
That  in  that  glorious  school   beyond,  where  love 

is  rife. 
We  all  will  meet  in   class-rooms   where  the  just 

repairs 
For  his  tuition  in  the  course  of  endless  life. 


James  VVarrkn  Lesukur,  Warren  Shepherd,  Saven  Wm.  Nielson, 

Kt.  Jolins,  Ariz.  Beaver,  Utah.  Fairview,  Utah. 

L.  E.  Jordan,  D.  H.  Ki.einman,  Coi>i-ins  R.  Hakes,  D.  C.  Babbitt, 

Mt.  Pleasant,  Utah.  Mesa,  Ariz.  Mesa,  Ariz.  Mesa,  Ariz. 
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CLASS  PRESIDENT'S  ADDRESS. 


JAMES    W.    LESUEUR. 
Teachers,  Classmates  and  Friends  : 

There  are  occasions  in  the  lives  of  most 
men  the  memory  of  which  should  be  held 
sacred  and  honorable.  This  day,  fellow  class- 
mates, I  deem  one  of  those  momentous  inci- 
dents in  our  lives.  Today  we  shall  have  our 
names  enrolled  among  those  of  the  distin- 
guished men  and  women  who  have  graduated 
from  this  institution. 

What  a  panorama  lies  before  us!  From 
this  school  we  go  forth  into  the  commercial 
world  to  battle  in  the  great  competition  of 
business  life  and  to  show  ourselves  worthy  and 
capable  of  bringing  honors  alike  to  this  insti- 
tution and  to  the  field  in  which  we  labor.  Is 
not  this  occasion  then  one  of  the  happiest 
events  in   our  lives.'' 

We  have  trodden   these   memorable  halls 
to  and  from   our    class    rooms   for   two  years. 
We    have    heard    the   instruction    of    beloved 
teachers — instruction   which  I   hope  we  shall 
never  forget,    but   treasure    up   and    put   into 
daily   practice.      We    have    studied   the    same 
lessons  from  day   to  day.      We  have   listened 
with  gladness  and  attentive  ears  to  the  eminent 
men  whose   voices   have    been    heard    in    our 
"Temple   of  Learning,"  inspiring  us   with  the 
hope  of  becoming  by  study  and  labor,  able  to 
grapple  with  and  to  solve    the    problems  that 
so    greatly    concern   mankind.      Together  we 
have  danced,  and  together  we   have  sung  the 
glad     tidings     of     the    Latter-day    Kingdom. 
Many  indeed  are   the  pleasant  times  we  have 
had — times  which  now  are   only  to  be  recol 
lections  of  happy  school  days.      For  two  years 
we  have  enjoyed  this  companionship  and  now 
a  friendship  is  formed  for  each  other  that  will, 
no  doubt,  last  forever. 


As  most  of  us  are  students  from  Arizona, 
let  us  carry  to  our  distant  homes  the  good 
spirit  this  noble  institution  gives  forth  and 
aim  to  be  of  great  service  in  our  coming  new 
State.  The  homesickness  we  have  had  and  the 
seeming  dark  clouds  that  have  been  over  us 
have  been  conquered  by  self  effort  accompanied 
with  the  spirit  of  God.  Let  the  victories  we 
have  won  be  sweet  reminders  of  the  past,  and 
inspirations  to  new  triumphs  in  the  future. 

We  should,  and  I  believe  and  hope  we  do, 
stand  ready  for  commencement  into  practical 
life — even  a  commencement  as  business  men 
in  the  Kingdom  of  God — carrying  out  the  ad- 
vice of  the  poet  who  said: 

"If  I  were  a  voice,  a  jDersuasive  voice, 
Tliat  could  travel  the  wide  world  tlirougli, 
E  would  fly  on  the  beams  of  the  morning  light, 
And  spea'<  to  men  with  a  gentle  might, 
And  tell  them  to  be  true. 
I'd  fly,  I'd  fly,  o'er  land  and  sea, 
Where  every  human  heart  miglit  be. 
Telling  a  tale,  or  singing  a  song. 
In  praise  of  the  right,  in  blame  of  the  wrong." 

Soon  we  shall  have  to  part,  perhaps,  never 
to  meet  again  in  this  life;  but  let  us  ever  hold 
each  other  in  fond  remembrance,  and  occasion- 
ally write  so  that  each  may  know  that  we  ate 
holding  aloft  the  banner  of  the  white  and  the 
blue  and  that  our  lives  are  in  keeping  with 
our  school  and  with  our  class  motto  "Divine- 
ly Directed  Self  Fffort  Educates,"  remember- 
ing also  our  Commercial  Class  motto,  "Accur- 
acy and  Rapidity,"  and  having  that  as  our  aim 
in  doing  our  duty.  By  being  honorable  men 
we  add  to  the  noble  bearers  of  this,  our  banner, 
and  in  the  constellation  of  it  may  we  live  and 
be  seven  of  the  brightest  stars. 

We  feel  that  much  of  our  success  is  due 
to  our  dear  teachers  who  have  ever  pointed 
out  and  helped  to  guide  us  in  the  golden  path 
which  leads  to  the   mansions  of  our  Father  in 
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Heaven  and  to  them  we  sincerely  tender  our 
thanks. 

IDear  classmates,  let  us  in  our  new  en- 
trance into  practical  business  life  do  our  duty 
toward  this,  the  Brigham  Young  Academy, 
toward  the  Commercial  class  of  '96,  toward 
ourselves,  and  toward  our  God. 

CLASS  HISTORIAN. 


L.    E.   JORDAN. 

M)'\  President,  Members  of  the   Class,    Ladies 
and  Gentlemen: 

It  is  with  grave  doubts  of  my  ability  to 
properly  present  to  you  the  history  of  this 
class,  that  I  arise  this  morning.  If  this  were 
an  ordinary  class,  or  a  normal  class,  the  task 
would  not  be  so  great;  but  to  be  historian  for 
a  class  that  has  had  experiences  so  varied  and 
a  history  so  exciting  is   very   dif^cult  indeed. 

In  the  fall  of  1894,  between  the  20th  of 
August  and  the  ist  of  September,  about  forty 
young  men  found  their  way  from  the  cactus 
groves  of  Arizona,  the  sheep-trodden  plains  of 
Sanpete,  the  gold  fields  of  Colorado,  the 
small  hamlets  of  San  Juan  and  the  one-eyed 
business  centres  of  Idaho,  to  the  manly  and 
financial  department  of  the  Academy.  The 
same  good  spirit  had  been  quietly  doing  its 
work  with  all  of  these  young  men  as  they  fol- 
lowed their  several  avocations  in  the  distant 
lands.  Some  of  them  had  read  "Does  the 
World  Look  Gray  to  you.''"  by  Nathan  Law- 
rence Nelson.  Others  had  read  "A  School 
with  a  Mission,"  which  was  also  written  by 
the  professor,  for  the  Deseret  News  and  after- 
wards recopied  as  a  boom  for  the  Academy. 
Some  were  stirred  by  the  oratory  of  our 
esteemed  professors  who  so  dilligently  perform 
their  duties  by  traveling  from  place  to  place 
to  arouse  the  people  to  a  sense  of  their  educa- 
tional duties. 

The  boys  had  told  me  ''the  Jioohs  and 
crooks''  that  brought  them  to  a  realization  of 
their  cowboy  and  sheepboy  nothingness;  they 
told  me  how  they  were  first  made  curious  with 


a  desire  for  greatness  in  the  world;  but  I  can- 
not follow  the  details  of  forty  lives,  so  I  must 
pick  a  few  representative  men  and  what  I  say 
of  them  will  closely  resemble  the  history  of 
any  other  member  of  our  class. 

When  Babbit,  Hakes,  Kleinman  and 
Phelps  announced  their  intention  of  coming  to 
school, consternation  reigned  supreme  through- 
out all  Mesa  and  I  haven't  the  least  doubt 
that  Arizona  will  yet  declare  that  day  sacred 
in  the  history  of  their  yet  to  be  state. 

Younger  brothers  were  now  to  assume 
the  responsibilities^  of  the  older  boys,  who 
were  supposed  to  bring  honor  to  their  families. 
One  of  these  boys,  no  matter  which,  told  me 
a  very  probable  story,  so  I  shall  take  that  as 
a  popular  preacademic  history  of  all  my  friends 
His  thoughtful  mother  patched  his  clothes, 
darned  his  socks,  and  fervently  prayed  that  no 
accident  would  befall  her  dear  boy;  while  his 
father  led  him  gently  behind  the  barn  to  give 
him  his  final  instructions.  Boys  have  often 
received  like  admonitions  as  they  were  about 
to  leave  their  youthful  firesides  for  strange 
parts. 

"My  boy,"  said  his  parent,  "you  have 
never  been  a  wicked  boy,  yet  you  have  sowed 
some  wild  oats  and  at  times  you  have  been  in 
bad  company.  Now  when  you  go  to  Provo 
you  must  be  careful  to  obey  the  instructions 
of  your  teachers  and  keep  away  fVom  the  girls, 
as  it  is  impossible  to  do  much  intellectual 
work  and  be  out  sporting  at   night." 

The  father  was  not  educated,  but  the 
earnestness  of  the  words  touched  a  tender 
spot  in  the  boy's  heart  and  he  made  a  solemn 
resolve  to  be  good.  He  became  so  virtuous 
that  he  even  regretted  having  stolen  water- 
melons, or  having  tin  canned  dogs. 

Of  course  when  evening  came  our  boy 
called  on  Fanny,  (I  suppose  I  should  not 
mention  her  name  for  I  learned  it  in  confidence 
before  it  was  known  that  I  should  be  historian, 
but  I  must  out  with  the  truth.) 

"Will  you  be  true  to  me  when  you  get  an 
education.'*" 

"You  bet  I  will,"    says    he;    and   then  he 
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left  his  amoroso  just  as  he  heard  her  father 
starting  the  kitchen  fire.  Our  young  man 
hurried  home  to  make  ready  for  the  departure. 
He  went  to  the  stable  where  his  Julie  mule 
had  been  housed  and  fed  to  be  in  good  con- 
dition for  the  long  days' ride.  He  saddled  the 
"old  gal"  and  could  not  resist  disturbing  the 
black  hen  in  the  manger  to  get  her  newly 
laid  Q:^^  as  a  last  remembrance  of  life  on  the 
farm.  After  breakfast  was  swallowed  with 
eagerness  the  last  words  were  said,  and  he 
kicked  his  mule  hurriedly  away  to  keep  the 
folks,  among  them  Fanny,  from  seeing  the 
tears  that  he  felt  bubbling  forth.  As  he 
reached  the  railroad  station  in  safety  it  was 
not  long  before  he  arrived  at  Provo.  Here 
he  joined  his  friends  and  commenced  the 
journey  to  graduation  which  is  this  day  com- 
pleted. 

One  after  another  our  forty  boys  were 
placed  under  the  fatherly  direction  of  Profes- 
sor Keeler.  Commercial  law  and  book-keep- 
ing soon  absorbed  their  attention,  and,  I  am 
sorry  to  say,  they  forgot  their  promises  to 
write  three  times  a  week  to  their  distant 
sweethearts,  and  like  all  other  maiden  youths 
their  affections  grew  stronger  for  the  fellows 
at  home. 

I  am  merely  going  to  hit  the  high  places 
in  this  history  as  detail  becomes  tiresome. 
Sufifice  it  to  say  that  after  a  few  weeks  at 
school  it  was  announced  by  President  Cluff 
that  an  informal  social  would  be  given  on  the 
following  Friday,  that  the  students  and  teach- 
ers might  become  better  acquainted.  If  I  may 
judge  of  the  feelings  of  others  by  my  own, 
this  particular  Friday  was  waited  for  with  con- 
siderable anxiety,  but  it  finally  arrived  and 
our  commercial  boys  were  at  the  door  long 
before  the  appointed  time. 

When  the  janitor  turned  on  the  light  they 
showed  up  in  all  the  glories  of  celluloid  collars, 
red  neckties,  shoes  blacked,  but  not  polished, 
and  looked  just  as  they  would  if  they  were  at 
home  again  at  one  of  their  cheerful  hoe-downs. 

Soon  the  faculty  lined  up,  Professor  Cluff 
at  the  head,  and  Mr.  Hakes  was  the  first  man 


to  step  forward  in  his  magnificent  way. 

"What  is  your  name.!*"  said  the  president. 

"Collins,"  replied  Hakes. 

"And  where  are  you  ixovaV 

"Down  south." 

"Very  far  south.?" 

"Arizona." 

"We  are  pleased  to  welcome  you  here, 
Bro.  Collins." 

Then    Hakes    passed    down    the    line    of 
professors  each  one  shaking  his  hand  and  ask- 
ing him  the  same  questions.    Oh  how  relieved 
he  was  when   he  reached  the    end  of  the  line! 

The  remainder  of  the  evening  was  passed 
in  chatting  with  the  ladies  and  listening  to 
songs  and  toasts,  and  on  the  morrow  every 
student  declared  that  he  had  never  had  such 
a  good  time  in  his  life. 

On  Founder's  Day  we  were  asked  to  carry 
the  furniture  down  stairs,  and  although  it  was 
not  a  pleasant  task,  we  had  considerable  satis- 
faction in  the  thought  that  the  first  year  nor- 
mals would  have  to  lug  it  back  again.  In  the 
parade  we  distinguished  ourselves  as  being  the 
most  enthusiastic  class  in  school,  and  have 
ever  since  held  that  distinction. 

When  our  class  organization  was  per- 
fected the  election  went  off  as  quietly  as  elec- 
tions usually  do;  but  the  man  who  was  first 
elected  president  resigned,  owing  to  circum- 
stances over  which  the  class  had  no  control, 
and  Little  Jim,  a  man  of  whom  Shakespeare 
would  have  said,  "He  seldom  smiles,"  was 
called  to  fill  his  place.  He  is  so  temperate 
that  he  absolutely  refuses  to  eat  mince  pie  for 
fear  of  its  containing  liquor. 

Any  information  concerning  Mr.  Jeffries, 
our  vice-president,  may  be  obtained  from  the 
ladies.  Several  normal  ladies  have  decided 
to  take  a  commercial  course  next  year  provid- 
ing he  returns. 

In  one  of  our  class  meetings  it  was  decided 
to  have  a  class  speaker,  and  accordingly  con- 
testants for  that  honorable  position  were 
chosen.  When  the  contest  came  off  the  air 
around  the  Academy  was  thick  with  oratory, 
and  enough  enthusiasm   was  wasted   to  run  a 
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camp  meeting.  Dan  Kleinman  succeeded  in 
convincing  the  judges  that  his  gas  produc- 
ing establishment  was  the  largest  and  therefore 
carried  off  the  honors. 

Brother  Kleinman  is  better  known  than 
any  other  member  of  the  class.  If  you  have 
any  broken  down  bronchos  you  wish  to  trade, 
let  him  have  the  job  on  commission.  As  he 
told  me  confidentially  one  day  that  he  followed 
that  occupation  in  former  days,  I  can  recom- 
mend him.  Since  most  of  his  business  was 
done  in  Mexico  he  speaks  a  sort  of  Kleinmanic- 
Spanish  and  never  allows  an  opportunity  to 
pass,  when  he  can  consistently  show  his  ac- 
complishments, without  doing  so.  It  is  said 
that  he  actually  held  a  blind  mule  by  the  tail 
to  keep  it  from  falling,  while  he  sold  it  to  a 
Mexican  for  $50.00.  Mr.  Phelps  is  his  part- 
ner in  the  business  and  has  been  a  careful  ob- 
server of  the  ways  of  his  colleague.  He  needs 
no  greater  recommendation. 

If  it  were  not  for  Hakes  and  Babbitt  this 
school  could  not  exist,  so  they  say,  and  they 
surely  ought  to  know.  If  in  anythingthe  Acad- 
emy has  reason  to  be  proud,  it  is  in  the  trans- 
formation wrought  in  these  young  men.  Why, 
when  they  first  came  to  school  they  were  un- 
able to  wear  suspenders,  to  say  nothing  of 
white  shirts,  three  inch  collars,  shoes  four 
sizes  too  small  and  all  the  other  trappings  in 
which  they  appear  today.  I  said  they  came 
from  the  land  of  the  cactus,  and  if  on  their 
return  home  the  people  of  Arizona  fail  to  re- 
cognize their  ability  by  sending  them  to  con- 
gress, then  my  respect  for  Arizona  will  be 
greatly  increased. 

This  history  would  be  incomplete  should 
I  fail  to  mention  Mr.  Nielson,  from  Sanpete. 
If  you  see  a  fellow  walking  around  the  campus 
with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  his  head  inclin- 
ed forward,  gazing  at  the  ground  and  looking 
as  if  he  were  repeating  Hamlet's  soliloquy, 
that  is  Nielson.  You  may  be  sure  that  some 
lady  has  just  expressed  her  sorrow  at  being 
engaged  when    he    asked    her    to    accompany 


every  office   in    the    Commercial  College,  but 
alas,  was  he  elected.' 

We  have  a  musician  in  the  shape  of  Bro. 
Bennett;  he  plays  the  mandolin  to  perfection, 
or  to  any  one  who  will  listen.  He  went 
serenading  one  evening.  At  one  place  they 
hurriedly  closed  all  the  doors  and  windows 
and  at  the  other  they  had  to  hold  the  bull-dog 
from  coming  out  to  thank  him.  One  cold 
winter's  night  I  saw  him  leaning  against  a 
lamp  post,  trying  to  get  behind  himself  in 
order  to  get  his  hands  in  his  pockets.  We 
feel  proud  of  Bennett  because  a  lady  took  him 
to  the  leap-year  party  instead  of  the  other 
fellow. 

If  you  want  to  know  how  to  keep  trousers 
from  bagging  at  the  knees,  where  they  sell 
the  sweetest  perfumes,  the  effect  of  curling 
irons  on  the  hair,  what  is  the  btst  brand  of 
face  powder  to  buy,  where  toads  live  in  winter, 
in  fact  if  you  want  any  information,  you  need 
not  bother  the  Encyclopedia,  just  go  to  E.  C. 
Henrichsen. 

Mr.  Foole  wears  a  six  and  one  half  hat 
and  a  number  ten  shoe.  He  plays  foot-ball. 
Read  the  account  of  the  foot-ball  game  in  the 
Salt  Lake  Herald.  Now  it  is  a  physiologi- 
cal fact  that  the  heads  of  students  always 
grow,  but  contrary  to  all  previous  laws,  Mr. 
Foote  wears  the  same  sized  hat,  by  actual 
measurement,  that  he  did  on  entering,  but 
the  length  of  his  pedal  extremity  has  increas- 
ed three  sizes. 

We  have  a  Shepherd  and  a  Shepherdess; 
the  latter  seems  to  take  the  greatest  interest 
in  our  Lamb. 

Our  fair  haired  chaplain  is  one  of  the  men 
who  tried  to  down  Kleinman  as  class  speaker. 
The  judges  decided  that  "Mormon  Pioneers," 
is  hardly  a  commercial  subject,  and  so  Mr. 
Peterson  was  ruled  out.  His  bump  ofstrick- 
toitiveness,  however,  is  very  large,  and  his 
motto  is,  "If  at  first  you  don't  succeed  try 
once  more  a  couple  of  times."  This  is  a  rule 
he  adopted  while  engaged  in  the  sheep  busi- 
ness.     He    was    declared    insolvent    while    in 


him  to  the  ball.      He  has  been  nominated  for   practical    work,     but    like    the  successful  man 


COMMENCEMENT  ANNUAL. 


21 


that    he    is,    succeeded    in    breaking  with  his 
pockets  full. 


they  yelled  for  it,  blew  horns   for  it,   and  they 
fought  for  it,  at  the    foot-ball    game.      In    the 


One  of  che  members  of  our    class  became   future  we  intend    to     work     for  the   B.  Y.  A. 
so  interested  in  the  study  of  Parliamentary  Law  !  with  our  pens,  with  our  voices,  with  our  purses, 


that  one  morning  when  the  alarm  clock  went 
off,  he  rared  up  in  bed  and  exclaimed:  "Mr., 
President,  I  move  we  table  that  motion." 

It  was  A.  K.  Hansen. 

There  are  many  others  in  our  class  that  I 
would  like  to  mention  in  detail,  but  time  will 
not  permit. 

For  instance: 

Miss  Curtis  and  Miss  Cluff.  the  two  most 
popular  girls  in  school. 

Walter  Jensen,  who  wears  his  watch  only 
on  Sunday;  he  says  it  will  last  longer. 

Milton  L.  Lee,  our  Nevada  dude. 

L.  D.  Glazier  the  pen  pusher,  Motto; 
"He  who  pushes  the  pen  must  not  sleep." 

Arthur  Thomas,  our  Welsh  songster; 
Prof.  Lund's  favorite. 

J.  F.  Johnson,  enjoying  his  first  trip  out- 

W.  A.  Bingham  slow  but  sure. 

Solon  Richardson,  a  man  of  few  words, 

W.  A.  Davis,  who  desires  to  excel  in 
athleticb. 

I.  L.  Clark,  who  looks  on  the  serious  side 
of  life. 

Luther  M.  Terry,  the  back  number  sport. 

Lafayette  Woods,  young  and  green. 

W.  T.  Davis,  at  home  with  the  girls. 

Sam  White,  the  whitest  man  in  school, 

Bro.  Holt,  our  youngest  teacher,  says  a 
fellow  does  not  know  what  happiness  is  until 
he's  married;  he  has  only  been  married  a  few 
months,  wait  a  while. 

Long  and  frequent  examinations,  is  a 
sure  cure  for  spring  fever,  says  Dr.  Hinckley, 
and  Dr.  Hinckley  is  a  man  whose  opinion  all 
the  Commercial  boys  respect;  he  is  a  worker 
you  may  depend. 

I  do  not  wish  to  loose  the  squirrel,  there- 
fore I  must  observe  Brother  Keeler,  as  he 
walks  slowly  into  room  6  and  orders  the  boys 
from  the  windows. 

Every  man  in  the  Commercial  College 
has  done  his  utmost  to  sustain  the  Academy; 


if  the  wheels     of    fortune    turn   Uncle    Sam's 
stamped  currency  our  way,    and  above  all  wc 
will  bring  her  renown  by  our  exemplary  lives. 
My  duty  as  historian  is  done. 

CLASS  SPEAKER'S  ADDRESS. 


D.  H.  KLEINMAN. 

Mr.  President,    Teachers,  Classmates  and 
Friends: 

When  the  gladiators  of  ancient  Rome  in 
the  arena  saluted  their  audience  they  said: 
"We  who  are  about  to  die  salute  you."  To- 
day we  the  graduating  class  of  '96,  offer  our 
salutations  to  you  and  to  each  other;  but  not 
like  the  gladiators  of  old  are  we  about  to  die. 
We  are  about  to  begin  our  lives  outside  and 
away  from  our  Alma  Mater,  from  the  counsel 
of  our  teachers,  and  will  have  no  more  the 
help  and  support  of  our  classmates  and  school 
friends.  We  are  to  begin  life  for  ourselves 
and  so  we  say:  We  who  are  about  to  live 
salute  you. 

Commencement  Day  is  here. This  occasion 
causes  my  mind  to  go  back  to  the  time  when 
many  of  us  put  aside  other  things  to  come 
here  and  seek  that  which  is  more  valuable 
than  any  other  thing;  and  I  also  think  how 
few  there  are  out  of  so  many,  that  can  con- 
tinue long  enough  to  get  more  than  a  glimpse 
of  what  can  be  obtained  in  this  institution. 

As  a  general  rule,  we  enter  these  walls 
rough  and  uncultured,  and  by  the  aid  of  our 
dear  teachers,  who  lead,  guide,  and  instruct  us 
in  the  right  way  and  in  our  gloomy  hours  who 
lend  us  their  helping  hand  as  did  Moses  the 
children  of  Israel,  we  eventually  see  the  light, 
dimly  at  first,  but  clearer  and  clearer  till  we, 
by  the  spirit  which  prevails  here,  do  grasp 
those  principles  which  aid  us  in  acquiring 
many  more  valuable  ones  that  will  lead  to  suc- 
cess in  life. 
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If  we,  while  students,  do  not  take  advan- 
tage of  these  opportunities  as  they  present 
themselves,  we  cannot  expect  success,  for  we, 
while  here  have  the  accommodations,  the  help 
of  each  other,  of  our  teachers,  and  of  our  God, 
therefore,  if  we  do  not  progress  as  we  should 
it  is  our  own  fault.  Right  here  in  this  our 
"Temple  of  Learning, "  we  have  laid  the  found- 
ation of  our  future.  As  the  scriptures  say, 
"Ye  are  the  light  of  the  world;  a  city  that  is 
set  on  a  hill  cannot  be  hid."  So  we  must  now 
let  our  light  sliine  and  not  be  hid. 

It  is  fitting  at  this  time  that  we  should 
pause  and  think  of  the  responsibilities  that 
devolve  upon  us  as  members  of  the  great 
family  of  Him  who  reigns  supreme;  and  the 
duties  we  owe  to  both;  the  part  in  this  life  we 
ought  to  play;  and  what  the  effect  of  our  con- 
duct here  will  be  upon  future  generations  yet 
unborn.  It  is  generally  considered  that  the 
cause  of  nearly  if  not  all  wrong  doing  is  ignor- 
ance. The  remedy  is  education  and  the  end 
of  all  education  should  be  to  discover  the 
right  ways  and  follow  them;  we  must  do  our 
part  to  this  end  by  educating  ourselves,  and 
thereby  fitting  ourselves  to  assist  in  educating 
others,  so  that  each  may  better  discharge  the 
duties  that  are  devolving  upon  him. 

The  great  law  of  all  humanity,  "Love 
thy  neighbor  as  thy  self,"  can  only  be  car- 
ried out  when  we  realize  this  to  its  fullest  ex- 
tent. 

This  is  an  age  of  progress  and  gradually 
leading  toward  specializing  in  trades  and  pro- 
fessions. If  we  reach  the  highest  success  in 
life  we  must  equip  ourselves  with  the  proper 
training.  The  higher  the  advancement  in 
the  arts  and  sciences,  the  greater  the  demand 
for  educated  men  and  women;  so  if  we  suc- 
ceed in  any  of  the  walks  of  life  we  must  nec- 
essarily prepare  ourselves  to  walk  step  by 
step,  shoulder  to  shoulder,  see  eye  to  eye,  and 
all  march  in  the  same  time  with  the  best  stu- 
dents ill  the  world. 

We  must  be  a  school  of  thinkers,  for  the 
best  heads  take  the  best  places.  We  should 
be  guarded  in  this  age  of  specialities,  lest    we 


should  become  too  much  absorbed  with  one 
thing  to  the  neglect  of  others;  for  let  a  person 
or  a  people  devote  their  whole  time  and  at- 
tention to  any  one  thing,  for  instance,  money 
making,  sporting,  or  whatever,  there  will  soon 
appear  the  unmistakeable  signs  of  decay. 

We  should  endeavor  to  keep  our  minds 
well  balanced,  and  let  our  guiding  star  be  pur- 
suit of  godliness. 

This  is  one  of  the  most  important  days  of 
our  lives  and  means  to  us  that  we  have  re- 
ceived a  preparatory  education  which  qualifies 
us  to  launch  our  vessels.  And  we  hope  that 
when  each  one  of  us  leaves  here  with  his  sails 
properly  set,  the  sky  cloudless  and  the  wind 
fair,  that  each  will  bear  forever  as  pennants, 
mottoes  of  freedom,  liberty,  happiness,  and 
power.  And  as  we  pass  other  ships  on  the 
great  sea  of  life  may  we  always  signal,  "All 
right  with  our  good  ship,'"  and  may  the 
bravest  and  best  of  all  that  float  be  launched 
from  the  Brigham  Young  Academy,  and 
manned  by  the  Commercial  Class  of  '96. 

THE  DREAMER. 


WILLIAM    W.  RAY. 

Mr-.  President,  Dear    Classmates,   Ladies  and 
Gentlemen : 

Prognostication  is  the  thief  of  time.  One 
day  while  silently  wandering  through  the  vast 
sage-brush  forests  of  Sanpete  I  met  a  very 
strange  looking  person.  She  was  tall  and 
slender  and  her  form  and  features  as  even  as 
those  of  a  marble  statue.  She  was  attired  in 
a  gown,  not  neat  nor  beautiful  yet  from  the 
bottom  it  gradually  brightened  until  around 
her  head  she  wore  a  bright  crown — a  peculiar- 
ity of  most  people  of  that  locality — and  over 
her  face  wore  a  heavy  veil. 

Being  somewhat  astonished  at  the  ap- 
proach of  such  a  mysterious  character  I  asked, 
"Who  are  you,"  "I  am  the  soothsayer  of  all 
ages.  I  have  seen  all  things  that  have  trans- 
pired and  nothing  shall  ever  transpire  that  I 
shall  not  see,  and  if  you  are  desirous  of  know- 
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ing  the  future  destiny  of  any  of  your  fellow 
men  you  may  follow  me,"  she  replied. 

Being  somewhat  uncertain  concerning 
the  logical  fate  of  many  of  the  Academy 
students  and  especially  the  graduates  of  to- 
day, I  began  to  follow  her. 

She  began  with  our  little  president 
Jimmie.      Baldwin    has    recently    invented     a 


and  thinking  I  heard  him  in  the  next  cell  I 
determined  to  dig  him  out,"  Murray  replied 
earnestly. 

And  Garn;  we  all  expected  a  bright 
future  for  Garn.  While  in  a  political 
convention  at  Panguitch  he  arose  and  without 
a  shake  of  his  finger  or  a  bristle  of  his  hair 
but    alone   by    the    wag    of  his  never  ceasing 


way  by  which  we  may  correspond  with    Mars   tongue  he  moved — all    the    saliva    within    his 
and    at    present   Jimmie    is  correspondent  for  j  mouth. 

the  Ephraim  Enterprise  on  that  planet.  j  As  we  were  traveling    smoothly    along    I 

Sad  is  the  fate  of  Hakes.      The  day  after  I  enquired,      "Jennetta    must  be    getting    old," 


graduation  he  was  taken  ill  with  nervous 
prostration  from  over  study  and  during  this 
illness  became  weak  minded  and  now  from 
early  morn  till  night  the  streets  of  Mesa  City 
resound  with  merry  music  of   his  hand  organ. 

Babbett  and  Jeffries  are  now  co-partners 
in  a  creamery  in  Arizona,  and  morn  and  eve 
Kleinman  may  be  seen  with  his  little  tin 
bucket  walking  to  or  from  the  creamery 
where  he  is  whey  master  and  overseer  of  the 
pigs. 

Shepherd  shared  the  lot  of  many  boys  who 
begin  life  too  young  and  is  now  traveling 
with  the  Hon.  John  Owens  who  lectured  on 
Africa  in  "95." 

I  had  long  sought  Swen  but  as  we  visited 
congress  almost  before  the  door  was  opened  I 
heard  the  echo  of  a  stern  voice  say,  "I  arise 
to  a  point  of  order."  Though  unable  to  see 
the  parson  I  was  able  to  reap  a  conclusion 
from  my  rememberance  of  "96." 

One  day  I  was  following  the  soothsayer 
into  a  cave.  After  walking  some  distance 
we  saw  Murray,  but  not  that  handsome  King 
of  "96,"  perched  on  a  rock.  His  hair  was 
snowy  white,  some  the  same  as  it  used  to  be; 
his  eyes  were  dim,  and  he  bore  a  careworn 
countenance,  his  clothes  were  torn,  his  back 
was  crooked  and  his  long  buney  hands  hung 
stretched  over  his  knees.  Hearing  us  as  we 
approached  he  immediately  sprang  to  his  feet 
and  began  to  dig  furiously  into  the  wall  on 
his  left.  As  we  approached  he  heard  us  and 
stopped,  "Why  do  that  and  what  brings  you 
here.'"  I  asked.     :T    am  in    search  of  the  Lord 


"Yes,"  I  replied.  I  don't  know  just  how  old 
but  I  remember  she  was  a  playmate  of 
Socrates. 

I  then  visited  the  Academy.  It  had 
grown  to  all  the  expectations  of  its  founder. 
Its  influence  was  not  felt  alone  in  Utah  but  in 
every  State  in  the  Union.  I  then  told  the 
soothsayer  that  I  must  leave  her  but  before 
going  I  asked  her  name.  She  raised  the  veil 
from  her  face  and  I  beheld  "Mother  Time." 

RHYMER.  ' 


JENNETTA  RICHARDS. 

We  had  heard  of  a  people  faraway. 
And  a  visit  to  them  we  wished  to  pay. 
We  wanted  to  find  out  anything  new 
So  bidding  our  many  friends  adieu, 
We  started  off  in  a  grand  old  ship 
Over  the  sea  to  make  the  trip. 
When  land  we  had  reached  again. 
With  carriage  and  horse,  over  the  plain, 
We  started  to  drive;  for  that  country  fair. 
Did  not  have  railroads,  its  people  to  scare. 
We  traveled  on  a  day  and  a  night 
Then  a  speck  in  the  distance  came  in  sight. 
When  nearer  to  the  speck  we  got, 
We  knew  it  was  the  Temple  sought. 
I  raised  my  glasses  but  could  not  well 
See  enough  from  such  a  distance  to  tell 
The  color,  the  kind  or  even  the  size, 
For  such- things  do  deceive  the  eyes. 
We  alighted  at  last  at  the  portal  or  gate 
Not  giving  a  thought  as  to  our  fate. 
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We  opened  the  gate  and  in  we  stepped, 

It  was  as  quiet  as  if  all  within  slept. 

We  looked  around  and  there  at  our  right, 

A  great  triangle  hung  plainly  in  sight. 

I  picked  up  the  rod  and  hit  with  a  pound, 

And  the  thing  pourtd  forth  a  volume  of  sound. 

The  great  door  on  its  hinges  did  roll. 

We  stepped  inside  but  saw  never  a  soul. 

A  monient  we  looked  when  into  sight, 

Came  a  very  young  page  of  very  great  height. 

"This  way  kind  sirs  if  you  wished  to  see 

Our  great  chief,"  and  with  courtesy. 

He  led  the  way  where  the  good  man  was, 

Ere  we  reached  the  door  the  page    did  pause. 

"You  recall  the  name  of  our  leader  strong. 

Who  for  the  world  would  not  do  wrong.-*" 

"Oh,  yes,"  I  said  with  a  glance  at  him, 

"Your  leader  by  you  is  called  "Little  Jim." 

He  then  touched  with  his  finger  a    queer    de- 
vice, 
And  open  the  door  flew  in  a  trice. 
Little  Jim  was  reading  most  earnestly. 
And  for  a  moment  he  did  not  see 
We  had  entered.      The  page  with    bow  to  the 

floor. 
Said,    "Your    honor,    guests    from    a    foreign 

shore." 
His  Honor  arose,  and  with  loving  care 
Closed  the  book,  and  pushed  back  his  chair, 
One  step  forward,  then  said  with  a  smile, 
"Strangers  welcome  and  may  your  while 
Be  deemed  well  spent  for  our  land  contains, 
Many    things   to    interest    and    pay    for  your 

pains. 
So  if  you  are  ready  the  sights  to  see, 
Just  come  this  way  and  follow  me." 
"Many    thanks,"    we   said,   "we  are  ready  in- 
deed," 
And  we  turned  to  follow  where  he  would  lead. 
"First  ni  present  you  to  him  who  presides 
When  I  am  away  and  who  besides, 
Is  very  bashful  but  kind  to  the  ladies." 
And  he  introduced    us   to   vice-president  Jef- 
fries, 
Then  he  said  he  would  also  go, 
And  help  his  chief  the  sights  to  show. 
He  said  the  tribe  was  gathering   then. 


And  we  could  go  and  see  them  when 
They  were  gathered  in  the  spacious  hall. 
Some    moments    we    waited  till  we  heard  the 

call, 
Which  they  said  announced   'twas  time  to  be- 
gin, 
So  up  the  stairs,  to  the  left,  and  in 
The  room  we  went  and  taking  chairs 
Sat    down    while    the    Chaplain    opened  with 
prayers. 

The  chieftain  arose  and  said  that  they. 

An  invitation  had  received  that  day. 

To  join  some  others  in  a  tournament, 

And  he  thought  the  time  would  be  well  spent 

For  the  time  had  come  to  see  the    great    city 

And  to  miss  the  chance  would  be  a  pity, 

The  news  was  received  with  pleasure  great, 

And  they  all  decided  to  have  a  fete. 

Then  some  more  speeches  were  made  in  which, 

(Their  voices  rose  to  a  rather  high  pitch) 

They  expressed  their  pleasure  and   thought  it 

the  thing, 
Then  all  arose  and  to  close  did  sing. 
The  baton  was  waved  by  Arthur  Thomas, 
Who  screwed  up  his  face    and    made    quite    a 

fuss. 
Just  because  the  high  note  was  sung  wrong 
And  he  said  they  really  had  spoiled  the  song. 

Then  the  meeting  dispersed,   to    their    rooms 

they  went. 
And  with  light  hearts  to  their  labors  bent. 
Again  back  into  the  halls  we  stepped, 
They  were  very  light  and  cleanly  swept. 
In  the  first  room  we    entered    sat    the    "Twin 

Sisters"  fair. 
Hicks  and  Kicks  they  said  were  the  names  of 

the  pair. 
Their  heads  were  bent  on  study  intent. 
The  industrious  Hicks  was  trying  to  invent. 
Something  new  to  curl  his  hair. 
And  exaggerations  to  make  you  stare. 
While  Kicks  was  ever  bashful  and  shy. 
And  close  on  his  book  he  kept  his  eye. 
In  the  next  we  saw  Sanpete  Swen 
Who  was  at  the  same  old  trick  again, 
Of  arguing,  arguing  forever  a  day. 


COMMENCEMENT  ANNUAL. 


25 


lust  for  the  sake  of  having  his  way, 

Others;  musician  Bennett,  the  beautiful  dancer, 

Who's    "right   there"    in    a  fuddle  and  a  lady 

entrancer 
Young  Jensen  who  does  well  in  his  classes. 
And  has  a  soft  place  in  his  heart  for  the  lasses. 
Another  they  said  was  at  Rugby  a  brick. 
But  what's  a  Foote  good  for,  if  not  to  kick, 
Comical  Uri  whose  hairs  might  be  fewer, 
And    cowboy    Terry     the    professional    gum 

chewer. 
Many  more  there    were    but    my    time   being 

slight 
I  cannot  recall  their  names  to  write. 

In  the  hall  the  page  came  to  Little  Jim, 
And  said  he'd  like  a  word  with  him. 
He  said  dear  Kleinman  had  lost  his  heart, 
And  it  hurt  his  feelings  from  it  to  part. 
They    had    searched   their   two   Rhodas   over 

again, 
But  neither  of  them  was  the  thief  'twas  plain. 
The  Little  Jim  sadly  looked  at  the  page. 
And  said  "'Twas  ever  thus,  at  that  age." 

We  next  to  the  central  tower  were  bound. 

To  view  the  country  all  around. 

It  was  so  high,  we  had  to  climb 

What  seemed  to  me  a  very  long  time. 

When  we  reached  the  top  we  felt  repaid. 

For  the  sight  was  worth  the  efiort  we  made. 

Their  young  Woods  stretched  o'er  many  a  mile, 

And  on  each  side  a  Lee  did  smile. 

Past  them  the  mighty  Jordan  ran, 

The  life  of  the  country  and  friend  of  man; 

On  the  bank  of  which  a  Shepherd  bold. 

Was  trying  to  keep  an  odd  Lamb  in  fold. 

The  duty  was  hard  but  no  one  could  ask, 

A  better  hand  at  such  a  task. 

Another  strange  thing  not  far  from  there 

Was  a  Beaver  White  of  species  rare; 

You  may  think  it  not  true  but  by  night  and 

day 
The  whole   place   was    lighted    by   one  single 

Ray. 
The  next  morn  we  started  early  and  bright. 
And  galloped  our  poor  little  ponies  till  night. 

The  morning  after  we  entered  the  city, 


The  early  sun  made  things  look  pretty. 

I  could  but  smile  as  I  watched  their  surprise 

At  the  sights  they  saw,    but   what   took    their 

eyes 
Was  a  display  of  tin  trumpets  in   a  window 

grand. 
And  nothing  would  do  but  each  in  the    band. 
Must  have  a  tin  trumpet  to    blow    down    the 

street, 
A  kindly  citizen  deemed  it  duty  complete.   ' 
To  chide  them  a  little    and  call  them  "Hay- 
seed." 
Then  a  knock  on  a  trumpet    made   some  ones 

mouth  bleed. 
Resentment  was    quick     and    blow     followed 

blow. 
One  lent  his  cane  his  valor  to  show. 
Another  was  brave  and  went  in  for  his  brother. 
The  mob  picked  himself  up  and  from  one  end 

to  the  other. 
Of  the  Campus  they  carried  him  high    in    the 

air. 
Then  another  poor  youth  a  straying  there 
For  another  was  taken  and  done  great  wrong 
Being  battered  and  bruised,  and  pulled  along. 
Till  his  eyes  were  black  and  his  heart  was  sad. 
And  he  wanted  his  Ma  so  awful  bad. 
A  warrior  stepped  in  the  thick  of  the  fight, 
And  with  a  club  knocked  them  left  and   right. 
I  longed  for  my  home  and  thought  of  my  face. 
And  a  hurried  farewell  we  bid  to  the  place. 

VALEDICTORY. 


C.    R.    HAKES,   JR. 

Miss  President,  Dear    Teachers,  Fellow  Class- 
mates and  Friends : 

We  have  met  today  to  dedicate  one  hour 
to  the  completion  of  our  college  course.  We 
have  met  to  say  farewell,  that  word  which 
floods  the  soul  with  emotion,  which  throngs 
the  memory  with  pictures  of  the  past. 

For  two  years  we  have  met  within  these 
hallowed  walls,  under  the  circumstances  the 
most  auspicious  for  the  growth  of  character 
and  the  development  of  human  ties.  But  today 


26 


COMMENCEMENT  ANNUAL. 


we  S2iyfaj'etaell,  and  the  doors  of  this  institution 
which  have  stood  open  to  receive  us,  swing 
behind  us,  and  we  enter  upon  the  broad 
thoroughfare  of  life  to  do,  what  many  before 
us  have  done — hew  a  destiny  from  the  rugged 
events  which  we  encounter.  A  destiny  which 
will  proclaim  in  terms  more  eloquent  than 
words  our  gratitude  to  all  the  powers  which 
have  made  these  privileges  possible  to  us.  This 
destiny  is  insured  if  our  lives  give  expression 
to  the  principles  taught  within  this  temple  of 
learning. 

Today  we  stand  upon  a  dividing  line  be- 
tween the  past  and  future.  The  past  we  know; 
we  have  felt  its  pains  and  pleasures;  but  the 
future  we  can  not  divine. 

But  let  us  seek  to  do  for  humanity  some 
good  in  return  for  the  good  received. 

As  students  of  the  Commercial  College 
let  us  carry  into  the  avenues  of  trade  and 
commerce  those  principles  which  dignify  labor, 
and  which  elevate  mankind,  that  we  may  do 
ourselves  credit  and  our  aljna  mater  honor. 

Though  our  careers  maybe  crowded  with 
activities  and  our  efforts  crowned  with  success, 
still  in  memories'  pages  the  experience  of 
these  years  will  ever  be  bright  with  love — 
love  for  the  noble  institution  which  has  so 
nourished  us,  and  whose  influence  has  radi- 
ated and  penetrated  every  nook  and  hamlet  of 
this  inter-mountain  region.  An  institution 
whose  past  is  a  precursor  of  a  nobler  and 
an  ampler  future.  Love  for  the  teachers,  who 
have  taught  us  to  battle  manfully  for  the 
right,  and  whose  counsel  and  whose  kindness 
has  engendered  in  our  hearts  a  filial  venera- 
tion. Love  for  the  students  whose  nobility 
of  character  and  whose  devotion  to  the  high 
purposes  of  life  have  inspired  us  with  similar 
desires. 

If  today  the  chords  which  have  bound  us 
together  are  to  be  severed  by  our  separation, 
the  ties  of  affection,  which  we  have  formed 
while  here,  will  span  the  stretch  of  distance 
and  survive  the  remorseless  march  of  time 

To  the  Honorable  President  and  mem- 
bers of  the  Board;  For  the  building  which  has 


sheltered  us,  for  the  conveniences  and  encour- 
agements extended  lo  us,  we  feel  truly  thank- 
ful.     To  you  we  say  farewell. 

To  the  members  of  the  Faculty:  Dear 
Teachers,  this  is  perhaps  the  last  time  we  will 
meet  thus,  but  you  shall  not  be  forgotten. 
Your  instructions  will  be  cherished  and  your 
memories  embalmed  in  gratitude.  You  have 
given  us  a  foundation  where  upon  monuments 
of  honor  may  be  built.  You  have  instilled  in 
our  hearts  the  principles  of  manhood,  and  in 
turn  we  invoke  the  blessings  of  High  Heaven 
upon  your  lives,  and  your  labors,  and  to  you 
must  say  farewell. 

JDear  Classmates:  As  we  go  forth  from 
here  let, us  be  loyal  to  ourselves,  patriotic  to 
the  institution  and  devoted  to  the  high  pur- 
poses of  life.      To  you  we  say  farewell. 


:o:- 


KINDERGARTEN       TRAINING      AS     A 
MORAL  FACTOR  IN  EDUCATION. 


ALICE  CLARK. 

The  hope  of  the  world  lies  in  the  chil- 
dren, therefore  the  best  work  that  is  done 
should  be  work  with  the   children. 

Parents  misunderstand  child-nature  and 
train  their  little  ones  according  to  mistaken 
views.  This  is  often  demonstrated  when 
children  have  grown  to  manhood  and  woman- 
hood. 

Many  a  father's  and  mother's  heart  is 
bowed  with  grief  at  the  fall  of  a  son  or  a 
daughter. 

The  problem  of  today  is  not  so  much 
what  shall  we  do  to  bring  about  a  change  but 
how  are  we  to  utilize  childhood,  this  most 
plastic  but  most  delicate  of  all  the  periods  of 
life;  how  teach  and  train  the  tender  lives  of 
children  that  the  fondest  hopes  of  the  past 
might  be  realized.  Fredrich  Froebel  who  won 
the  little  "Discoverer  of  Childhood,"  closely 
observed  children  in  their  homes,  and  also  in 
other  social  capacities.  He  was  convinced 
that  a  co-operative  spirit  is  a  necessary  basis 
upon  which  to  found  the  true  moral  character. 
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Moral  instruction  has  not  received  the  con- 
sideration that  its  importance  demands.  It 
has  been  subordinated  to  intellectual  training. 

The  latter  has  been  under  the  special 
care  of  educational  authorities  who  have 
possessed  the  mental  training  and  capacity 
necessary  for  their  vocation;  where  as  moral 
education  has  fallen  to  the  supervision  of  the 
family  and  often  parents  and.  guardians  are 
not  fitted  for  this  work. 

If  Froebel  had  designed  to  accomplish 
nothing  more  by  the  Kindergarten  than  the 
development  of  the  moral  and  religious  in- 
stincts of  childhood,  his  work  would  have  ulti- 
mately become  an  essential  part  of  all  national 
systems  of  education.  The  moral  powers  as 
well  as  the  physical  and  mental  can  only  be 
strengthened  through  exercise. 

The  Kindergarten  affords  means  for  this 
moral  and  spiritual  development. 

Through  the  stories  and  songs  of  nature 
he  feels  gratitude  tor  the  sunshine,  for  the 
flowers  that  bloom  around  him  and  for  the 
birds  that  sing.  Thus  it  is  through  a  love  for 
nature  the  child  is  lead  to  love  and  recognize 
God  as  the  Creator  and  source  of  all.  He 
practices  .in  his  plays  those  virtues  which  go 
to  make  up  an  ideal  character.  For  example 
the  child  who  chooses  a  game  and  gives  in,  to 
the  child  who  perhaps  has  been  absent  for  a 
time  through  illness  is  practicing  self  denial. 
The  child  is  early  taught  to  give  hearty  ap- 
proval to  good  action  and  to  look  with  just  in- 
dignation on  low  and  ungenerous  conduct;  to 
repress  his  lower  nature  and  arouse  the  higher. 

In  most  instances  the  home  cannot  afford 
the  child  the  opportunity  of  associating  with 
a  sufficient  number  of  children  of  his  own  age, 
therefore  it  does  not  permit  the  expression  of 
the  social  nature.  The  child  whose  only  associ- 
ates are  adults  is.tobe  pitied.  It  is  possible 
for  him  to  find  society  on  the  street,  but  the 
risk  is  too  great. 

Froebel  saw  this  evil  and  has  made  ample 
provision  to  counteract  it.  In  his  plays  he  is 
trained  to  speak  gently,  to  act  politely  and 
to  show  courtesy  to  all.      Good  manners    give 


not  only  social  charm  but  social  power  and 
surely  man  cannot  be  taught  too  early  how  to 
move  harmoniously  among  his  fellows. 

Physical  benefits  conferred  by  the  Kin- 
dergarten are  second  only  to  those  resulting 
from  the  moral  and  religious. 

The  marches  and  games  are  so  judicious- 
ly arranged  as  to  call  into  natural  action  every 
part  of  the  muscular  system.  The  result  can- 
not fail  to  be  a  healthy  mind  in  a  healthy 
body,  and  consequently  a  graceful  bearing 
and  a  happy  and  contented  disposition.  While 
taking  his  exercises  the  boy  is  not  moving 
his  arms  and  legs  consciously  to  develop 
muscle,  but  represents  the  hopping  bird,  a 
jumping  frog,  a  flying  butterfly,  a  carpenter 
or  other  tradesman  at  work;  a  farmer  sowing 
grain,  mowing  or  threshing,  a  windmill  in 
motion,  a  ticking  clock,  etc.,  always  practic- 
ing the  best  exercises  but  never  being  drilled. 

The  motion  songs  also  aid  greatly  not 
only  in  the  ease  and  grace  of  the  body,  but  in 
the  clear  interpretation  of  the  thought  and 
sentiment  of  the  song.  It  is  only  when  words 
and  actions  are  united  that  thought  is  pre- 
sented in  all  its  clearness,  and  feeling  com- 
municated with  resistless  power. 

There  is  also  another  kind  of  physical 
training.  It  is  not  only  important  that  a  man 
should  be  strong,  active  and  graceful.  His 
hands,  that  part  of  his  physical  system  which 
he  chiefly  uses  in  earning  his  livelihood,  should 
be  trained  before  his  muscles  become  fixed; 
as  the  pliability  of  the  hands  especially  the 
fingers  lead  to  better  perfection  of  work  in  all 
trades.  The  fundamental  aim  of  the  Kinder- 
garten is  to  foster  this  industrial  education. 
A  child's  natural  instinct  is  to  busy  himself 
with  doing  something,  his  spontaneous  im- 
pulse, to  be  making  something.  Froebel  dis- 
cerned this  as  the  striving  for  the  develop- 
ment of  that  creative  power  which  is  implant- 
ed in  man. 

Froebel's  gifts  and  occupations  so  fully 
cover  the  circle  of  human  activities,  that  every 
child  has  an  opportunity  to  show  what  his 
special  tendency  or   talent  is.      The    weaving 
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of  wooden  strips  into  varied  designs,  folding 
paper  into  pretty  toys  and  ornaments  and 
modeling  clay — these  with  other  kindred  ex- 
ercises constitute  real  education.  By  means 
of  these  occupations  the  eye  is  trained  to 
quickness  of  perception  and  accuracy  of  ob- 
servation, the  hand  to  deftness  of  touch  and 
skill  of  workmanship.  Such  a  child's  ideal  of 
the  beautiful  is  aroused  through  having  pro- 
duced that  which  is  beautiful. 

Originality  is  stimulated  by  leaving  him 
to  fashion  his  own  designs;  while  habits  of  in- 
dustry are  inwrought  upon  the  most  plastic 
period  of  life. 

The  primary  object  of  the  Kindergarten 
with  regard  to  the  intellectual  education  is  to 
expand  the  mind  rather  than  make  it  a  store 
house  of  facts.  The  senses — the  channels 
through  which  all  knowledge  passes — are 
specially  trained,  the  result  being  keen  and 
accurate  perception.  The  child  is  led  to  ob- 
serve the  beauties  of  nature  through  stories, 
songs,  and  games.  His  attention  is  directed 
particularly  in  the  gift  work  to  observe  form. 


color,  number  and  size.  His  imagination  is 
fed  with  high  and  elevating  ideals  and,  his 
will  is  gradually  exercised,  making  all  that  he 
does  pleasurable,  for  such,  the  doing  of  right 
is  easier  than  doing  of  wrong. 

The  Kindergarten  child,  as  I  have  en- 
deavored to  show, receives  an  all-sided  develop- 
ment; moral,  social,  physical,  industrial  and 
mental.  The  fact  that  the  child  develops  faster 
the  first  five  years  of  his  life;  is  sufificient  proof 
Froebel's  system  of  education  is  necessary  for 
the  foundation  of  all  true  education.  Whether 
the  structure  that  is  reared  is  well  propor- 
tioned, strong  and  grand  as  the  Creator  m- 
tended,  depends  upon  those  who  have  the  re- 
sponsibility of  laying  the  foundation.  True 
the  responsibility  is  great,  but  if  any  earthly 
work  carries  its  reward.it  is  the  teaching  and 
loving  little  children. 


-:o:- 


Everybody  needs  a  constant  friend — such 
a  one  is  Dr.  Karl  G.  Maeser  and  his  "School 
and  Fireside"  get  it — keep  them. 
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Gbace  Brim  hall. 

Spanish  Fork,  Utah. 
J.  W.  Booth, 

Alpine,  Utah. 


Elsie  Christensen. 

Gunnison,  Utah. 
Irene  B.  Mendeisiiall. 

Bijringville,  Utah. 


Jenette  Findlay. 

Panaca,  Nevada, 
Daniel  Basmussen. 

Mt.  I'leasant,  Utali. 
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TtiB  Gates  FilrniWrB  Co,, 


nmRJumftm  ih 


PifrniWre  of  all  kinds, 
/I        Carpets,  Babij  Carriages, 

Pianos  and  Organs. 
Special  Discoilnt  gii/en  to  B.  Y.  K- 
■■    SWdents,    See  lis  before  Bilijing= 
Elsewhere. 

17  &  18  Centre  Street,  Provo. 

J.  F.  GATES,  Manager. 


Wlien  you  ai'e  at  home  or  elsewhere  see  that  none  but 
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ELECTRIC  LlNIfflENT  UriexTeaH^nirfd^nJt^e' 


In  Erysipelas,  swelled  joints  of  the  hands  or  feet,  Glandu- 
lar SwellhiKs  of  the  neck  or  groin.  Wens,  sore  throat.  For 
headache,  brush  over  tlie  temples  and  inhale  it.  For  Ca- 
tarrh, inhale  through  tlie  nostrils.  For  Chronic  and  In- 
flaiuatory  rlieuiiiatisin  it  has  no  e(iual.  For  sale  every- 
where.    Miuuifactured  by  J.  G.  COl/rRIN.     Provo.  TTisih . 


H.  G.  BLUMENTHAL  »  CO., 


MANUFACTURERS  OF 


ArcMtectural  Copper  M  Galyaflizefl  Iron  Cornices.  Window  Caps,  ietallic  SkylMs, 


*^^   Dealers 


ilea Vtj  sKea.^  Iron  \V0rkers9   Tii|  aij^  iroti  I^oofiiig. 

F^oms  RBadE  (Lii^wape  o?Syefij  Be^GFiptior/. 


^  WARM  AIR  HEATING  and    VEjYTILATIJYG  APPARATUS 

^  For  PUBLIC  BUILDIAGS  and  RESIDEA'CES. 

^B    AaGiit^  for  Hoyuton  PurnncGs. 


.^^^A  Full  line  of>^^^ 

TTMMUNITIOM 

an<J 

SPORTING  GOODS, 

FJneST 

Pishing  Tackle. 

AT 

W.  H.  PRESHWilTER'S 

-^-^PROVO  CITY,  UTAH. 


THE  PROVO  mEAT  CO. 

2-i  CE1TTI^E  ST, 

The  Most  Complete  Meat  Market  soilth  of 
Salt  Lake. 

All  kinds  of  FRESH  and  CURED  MEATS. 

J0ur  fAeats  ape  bhe  besh 
"  AND 

Our  Prices  hlpa  LoWesb. 

Students  and  others  call  and  be  convinced. 

p.  SPECKART,  Prop. 


BOOI^EY  &  MiLLIMAN, 
LOCATED  IN  SOUTHWORTH  BLOCK 


^1^ 


Centre  Street,  Provo,  Uf  nit. 
DEALERS  IN 

Ladies'  and  Gents'  Filrnisliings. 

^ 


students  and  Friends 


TUinu  PFice^  ai?d  5ood^ 

will  Interest  you. 
Call  and  See  Us. 


Offioe  and 
Bdusational 
supplies 

Of  every    Description. 

^^  ROBERT  SKELTON  &  CO- 

StationePS'^PublisheiTS,      Ppovo. 

TELEPHONE  NO  2. 


Y 


DRY  GOODS,  NOTIONS,  LACES, 

l^osieri}^  l^ibboiiis^  Shoes,  Slippers^  Etc. 

,^ '  '^   '■»»»»»>3^#^«<<BK««<" 

s^  s^j^ti^i  ^-s^  -s^2_s^.sfe..sOz  t^sit_s*i-s*x  sfe_s<^z:A^z_s^  s^  rfr  s^ts^  f.'Z-S'.'z  r.v  v.^  ^rt j'.>zj*z_svz.i^-S^i^_'rf7_sfejrft 

■jj  These  can  be  found  in  the  Latest  Styles  and  the  Lowest  Prices  with  us.^ 
jj\Ve  devote  special  attention  to  mail  orders.  They  are  always  guaranteed'^ 
K.to  be  exactly  as  ordered.  Fancy  Slippers,  Fancy  Hose,  Evening  Silkslj^ 
IJand  Dress  Goods,  Stylish  Laces  and  Trimming,  in  fact  any  nice  thing^ 
"^you  want  always  on  hand.  p 

^s-z^  ^jsr  z^  z^-2^  T^r-zjs-z^-ijs  ^-  ajs.-a*A-z^-  z^s-z^-  z:^-  z^  -z^sn^  "z^~^  i^sr-z^-z^,^-z^  "^v^T^  z^/S-z^  z^'z^ 

H.  H'  IHVINE  St  SONS,  14  Centre  St,,  PpoVo,  Utah. 


S^Z_rf7_S^2_r^^ 


THE  ONLY  EXCLU81UE  PRINTERS'  SUPPLY  HOUSE  IN  SOUTHERN  UTBH. 


IIKP  LEAD. 

WHITE  LEAD, 

PURE  COLORS, 

MIXED  PAINTS, 


OILS,  DRY  COLORS, 

PUTTY,  WOOD  FILLERS, 

STAINS,  FINE  VARNISHES, 

BRUSHES,  PAINTER'S  CUTLERY. 


.Ai|^  EVeryihiiig  a  Paii|ier  XJ 

SNOW  8t  YOUNG, 

Provo,  UTAH. 


m/ri^e  for  Prices. 


IP.  0.  Box,  263. 


75  HIE.  Centre  St. 


imiM  K 


DIAMONDS  AND  FINE   JEWELRY. 

OPTICAL   GOODS. 


A  good  Reliable  Jewelry  \ 
Store,  a  Mice  Stock  of  the  JVew- 
est  goods — Frices  the  Lowest — 
Fine  watch  repairing  a  special- 
ty. Mail  orders  receive  prompt 
attention. 

Give  me  a  call. 


CENTRE  STREET,  TPROVO. 


pflRRER  BROS.  &  CO., 

Carries  the  most  Complete  Line  of 

^ry  §yods,  Sfioes, 

Staple  and  ^ancy  groceries. 

-^20"°-^Special  Prices  to  Stnflents-.-^««so^v 

Present  Location,  4th  and  J  Streets, 

After  June  we  will  be  in  our  New  Store. 

[First  Building  North  of  First  National  Bank.' 
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